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**] HAVE TOLD YOU BEFORE, DR. HAWKE,” SAID MAY, ANGRILY, “THAT WE OAN NEVER BR MORE THAN FRIENDS.” 


THE NURSE AT ST. VITA’S. 


[A NOVELETTE,] 


OHAPTER L 


Few but those who have experienced ft can 
‘have any conception of what hot weather, 
or Indian summer, ts like. Thelong, days, 
‘the more awful nights, when rest is well-nigh im- 
‘possible, combine to form an experience which is 
the reverse of pleasant; and the unfortanates 
‘whose leave fs over, or who cannot get away, 
are more «os or ay deere agra Ay 

done nothing to deserve the trou 
wk has befallen them. 

{owas at theclose of ony of the hottest da 
of 186 — that ® young subasitery was rn D 

—th Regi- 
of the s0- 


the verandah of the mess-house of the 
ment, his legs stretched on the arms 





called “ peg” chair, and the peg itself, known {ca 
Eagland as a “ B, and 8.” ready to hand, 

he rest of his regiment pe Dane at head- 
quarters were all inside the building, eagerly de- 
vouring the contents of the papers just arrived 
by the English mail. The " peg” was getting 
flat, and, which was much more serious, rapidly 


and the bum and laughter went on In- | 


warming, 

nce staring ai pnp nerts pe twiati 
who sat at an 

a letter between the ‘hn and thumb of his 
right band, lost in on, and oblivious of his 
surroundin, 

Charlie Dacres (tor such waa his name) had worn 
Her Majesty's uniform for a mattér of five years, 
without any material advantage to hhaself or 
damage to the State. 

ee good-looking, a good rider, - 
man rifle shot, a good hand at cricked, 
racquets, or tennle—~in fact, ab anything which 
his natural indolence would allow him to turn 

hand to—he war bound to be a favourite 


and his faculty of sa nothings in the most 
expressive way {aeginable stamped him as a 
natural ladies’ man. He was clever, too, and 
caehe to have got on, but somehow he had missed 


mark. 

Hia colonel had nothing to say against him, 
but he always growled when Charlie ssked for 
leave. Hie brother officers liked him immensely, 
but shrugged their shoulders and spoke of him 
as ‘ poor Chariie,”‘and manmmas with marriageable 
daughters stamped him at once as a young man 
by no means to be encou 
| ‘The truth was that Charlie, like many of his 
| class, was head and ears fn debt-—nothing, when 
all was sald and done, to make ordiuary people 
talk about ; but a considerable amount more than 
he, a penniless subaltern, dependent ov his pay, 
ever seemed likely to be able to pay. 

He had, It is true, entered the service with bet- 
ter prospects than he had at the time the story 
opens, for his father was the head of a country firm 
| of bankere, and was well-to-do, and Charlie his 





his 
with the men, while Lis dancing, ls dreamy eyes, | only son, But one fine day there came crash, 
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and Mr, Dacrea was found dead in his study, cut 
off by his own hand ; and the books of the firm, 
on examination, showed ruin not only for him: 
seit, but for many obhers in the county, 

Charlie, who had inherited five hundred pounds 
from his mother, and whose regiment was ander 
orders for India, took counsel with himself, and 
came to the conclusion that things were not #0 
bad, after all, and that something wauld probably 
burr up. , 

But five years had sped, and the five hundred 
pounds bad vanished, how he hardly knew ; and 
otily that morning he had been puxzitvg how to 
meet his liabilities over the Jast local race meet 
ing. Now he was staring at nothing, thinking 
over a hundred things, of which the settlement 
was not one, and for the time being utterly for- 
getfal of his immediate surroundings. 

The truth was, the comething had turned up. 

The letter which he was twisting absently in 
bis right hand had brought him news of fortune, 
which, even if it waa not quite equal to his 
former prospects, at least meant competence, or, 
ab any rate, comfort for the remainder of his 
life, 


It had come thia way. An old clerk of his 
father’s, evfficiently au fait to the affairs of the 
bank, had removed his own savings from the 
abyss which wae to swallow up the Nttle all of 
eo many others; nay, more, he had profited by 
the catastrophe to invest his money moat advan- 
tageouely in land, and the ruin of many others 
had been the making Of this one fortunate indi- 
vidual. 

For years previous. to the'erash, Josiah Green- 
street had been Mr, Dacres’ right-hand man in 
the bavk, and partly by his own shrewdneis, 
partly by the kindness of his employer, he had 
been able to invest hig savings eo cleverly that at 
the time of the crash he was possessed of neatly 
ten thousand pounds, 

How much he personally knew of the stata of 
affales never transpired; and though some of the 
more knowivg ones shrewdly suspected that his 
withdrawal of his own savings waa not accidental, 
nothiug was ever diacoveréd which could {mpli- 
eate him in any way in the very rash epeculations 
iu which the head of the firm had engsged, and 
the success of bis great etroke of business left 
hima a man of such importance in his native town 
that he was never in any way made to feel that 
he was an accessory in a very bad business, 

He lived after his retirement pear ihe small 
sown where he waa born and bad worked all hia 
life, always paying his way, acd living in # style 
which, though gorgeous compared to his former 
penary (for in outward penury his miserly habits 
had always kept him), was still so quiet as to cause 
no comment, 

Ih was only after his death that the truth vame 
oub, 

His ten thousand pounds had been invested in 
a mortgage on an estate of more than twice that 
value, and not only had the mortgage never been 
redeemed, but the debtor had been plunging 
more heavily Into debt ever since his firs? fatal 
step, until [> was beyond the bounds of possl- 
bility that he would ever extricate himself from 
his difficulties, for as he fell behind with his 
interest, Josiah, instead of pressing him, bad 
encouraged Lim to borrow more, until he was so 
hopeless!y favolved that nothing short of a 
miracle could rave hie estate, 

Then Josiah Greenstreet died, and was buried 
fin the vault of the parish church, People. said 
that the old miser had starved himself to death, 
when they found that he had pinched and screwed 
to live on as little as possible in order to get his 
prey more securely into bis grasp. 

Apparently He had lived in hope of being 
some day Josiah Creenstreet, of Herne Court, a 
great jump for the town crier’s son (for such he 
was) ; but whatever his motives might have been 
iu life; there was no doubt about them in death, 
for the will which he left behind him was as 
piain as it could be. 

It eeemted ‘ae if, baffled in his hope of being a 
great man in this world, he wished to gratify ‘hts 
spite on the Innocent victim of his schemes. 

After setting forth that ‘he left ali he died 
possessed of to Charles Dacres, the only son of 
his late dear friend, &c, &c., ft ordered the 





legatee to foreclose the mortgage at once, and 
strictly entailed the estate om his heir in euch 
a way that Charlie would only have a life-rent in 
the property, and could not touch @ tree on ft 
without the conrent of the trustees, 

The will was good enough in law, and there 
was no hope for the unfortunate Geoffrey Herne, 
of Herne Court, who, on hearing what had 
happened, died of a brokex heart. Herne Contt: 
was formally entered by. Ciw: les. Dacres’ repre- 
sentatives, and, the nine days’ talk over, every- 
thing resiimed its natural course, 

The trustees, in whore hands the estate was 
vested, at once wrote to India to acquaint 
Charlie D:cres with his good fortune, and ab the 
came time told him that they were carrying otf 
old Josiah Greonstrect’s stipulations with regard 
to foreclosing the mortgage. 

It mever occurred to the easy-going “sub.,” 
who was the heir of the old miser’s wealth, that 
there was anything out of the way iu it all, and 
he accepted it as a matter of coures. The only 
fact that was clear to him was that he was « 
comparatively wealuhy men now that the Herne 
Court estate wae his, and that he could (if he 
pleased) leave the service and set up as a country 
gentleman in his own county, : 

Some such thoughts as these flashed a——- 
his brain as he eat in the hob veréndab with the 
bearer of good news cruehed In hia hand. 
Visions of debts discharged, leave to Eogland in 
prospect, and maybe of a fair young girl who 
had taken his Fancy (for she could hardly be said 
to have won hi¢ heart) the previous cold weather, 
passed before him, interspersed with a thousand 
projects forgotten until now in the utter hope- 
leseness of their ever being realized. Now it was 
all changed, and leave this year and England 
next seemed but the stuallest of the possibilities 
which Josiah Greenstreet’s legacy had put within 
his reach, 

However, it would not do to alt there dream- 
ing all night, as the bugle blowing the first mess- 
call warned him, A few mioutes after Tom 
Griffith, Charlfe’s great) chum, came oub of the 
bungalow, and linking bis arm in hia friend's, 
carried him off towardstheir mutual abode. 

“How glum you aré to-night, Oharlie!” he 
eald, as they strolled towards the smal] tumble- 
down house in which they lived, “Had bad 
news by the mail?” 

“ Very much the reverse,” was the answer. 

‘One would thivk your father was dead,” 
then recollecting how his frignd’s father had 
died—~"'I mean thad your girl had married 
another fellow, or soms3 sully awful thivg.” 

‘* Nothing of the gort, I assure you.” 

“Then what is it?” cried the other, his 
curiosity getting the better of his patience, “ out 
with it.” 

“ Merely that I have been left a fortune,” 

*' Left a what?” crfed the other, stoppiog in 
the middie of the road; “you take a fellow’s 
breath away, Are you joking *” 

“Never was more serious in my life,” said 
Charlie, ‘‘ An old cl-——, I mesn friend of my 
father’s {fe jost dead, and has lefi me his 
property In Dlankshire, I am a landed pro- 
prietor.” 

“Well, I congratulate you, with all my heart,” 
eald the other, ‘though I must say I half suspect 
still that you are joking, Is thisrealf I can’t 
believe it ajtogether.” 

“J don’t wonder at your not being able to 
believe it,” said Dacres, “EF can hardly do so 
But it is mone the less true, Read 


+ whistled and handed ft back to his 
riend, 

* No chance of a hoax ?” he asks. 

“None whatever, ‘The firm who write are 
perfeotly respectable. They were my father’s 
lawyers, and I know their signature as well as I 
do my own.” 

“ Well, I’m glad for your sake, Charlie,” said 
the other, “It was none too soon,” 

“None too soon, indeed |’? muttered. Dacres, 
as he entered the bungalow, Ib had seemed « 


it was—a hovel, 


Hes when be left it two hours before, and now 


tenner -« ncaa 
CHAPTER Il, % 


A MONTH or more before the évents recorded in 
the last chapter, on a lovely in early 
summer, two people were walking arm-in-arm in 
the garden of an old-fashioned country manor- 
house in the south of England, The of the 
two was & man on whose temples the grizzled 
locks showed that he was no nae, Swe 
the face bad a quaint, boyish Ww. to 
those who did not know him e Geoticey Herne 
& puzzle, 

Always easy-going, careless about important 
matters, and for ever light-hearted, Geoffrey had 
aged in appearance far more than in reality, ond 
people accustomed to his ways treated him far 
gore as a young man than as the father of « 
grown-up daughter, = 

He had married as a young man, but been lefi 
early a widower with an only child, the girl who 
was walking beside him. 

Marion Herne was (so the old folke told her). 
the most beautiful of a family always noted for 
the beauty of its women, 

As yet she was hardly more than budding into 
full-grown womanhood, and yet her graceful 
figure, beautiful face, wonderful auburn hair, and 
violet eyes, which, as she was, had made 
half the youths in the neighbourhood wild with 
jealousy of each other, marked her as one in a 
thousand ag she stood that evening with her arm 
linked in her father’s in the quaint » and 
the old house as 4 background, the setting sun 
just leaving enough light to lovingly illuminate 
the picture. ; 

You would have said you never’wished to seea 
fairer girl, si 

Peace and happiness seemed » on that 
o-. home, where in a few, time desolation 
was doomed to reign supreme, 

The subject which the pair were discussing was 
one of great im ©, viz., a visit to London, 
which, while it rose to the dignity of a 
firat season, in Maricn’s case was to be made to 
anewer for it ; and as she was the only child and 
heiress of Gecfirey Herne, the owner of a good 


iru De Gourey Seaith, bua urged upon the Squirs 
: upon 

the importance of launching his daughter properly 

in the world of fashion, 


Geoffrey a6 first demurred. He esid that he 
did not wish his daughter to be introduced to a: 
lob of numekulls (he did nob Ike the gilded 
youth of the present day), who would bly 
discuas her pointe as they would those of o horse, 
and fisally, by rautual consent, allow the prize 
to fall to one of thefr own number, He was pre- 
judiced against town youths, and drew a highly- 
coloured picture of the modern young man about 
town, which existed only fn his own imagination. 
He urged, too, that he had lived and married in 
the country ; and, although railways were not so 
plentiful in his youth as they were now, he still - 
preferred the quied of his country home to 
mixing with the outer world. 

However, he had been overruled by his more 
worldly sister, who had arranged that 
should pay Lotidon a visit-of at least a month's 
duration during the season of that year. 

So father and daughter were spending this, one 
of their last evenicgs In their’ country home, in 
pen apo what they would do and see in the 
great and (to one of them at least) unknowz 
city. : : 

Marion Herne and her father, fh must be con- 
fessed, viewed the proposed trip in very different. 

ts, 


The former, who had never been beyond the 
narrow limits Brag pe a i and who had 
looked é coun! 
town in height i) dissipation, rag mite 
anticipated pleasure, To her it seemed only. the 
Deginning g of her introduction to the 


‘Her father, on the other hand, wedded to his 
quiet country life, and ansious only to remain.in 
the remainder of hie days, viewed with 

Tialike the idea of mixing ogaiu {np the 
had years before. forsaken for 


usinoss of 


& 


scenes which he 





these circumstances the conversation 
Bi naogh arg ms wall ~aequeyerry 
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extend, constrained and wauting in the sympathy 
which bound them ther on mosb subjects, 
and Geoffrey war ‘uclined to be fretful, too, at 
the fides of all the uouble he would be pat to in 
a few days’ time, 

Well, May,” he was. saying, “I hope that 
you will enjoy yourself in Londow, Jor my own 
part, I can’t see what more you want than whet 
you can get here, and I thirk your aunt very 
foolish to put such ideas into your head.” 

But, papa,” said his daughter, “you can't 
‘think how I long to see London, Besides,” she 
added, coaxipgly, “if it is only half as bad as 
how much more I shail enjoy home 


“JT hopé that you may,” was the father’s 
answer, ‘For my own part I mistruet these 
gaidings abroad, and wish people could be con- 
tent with thelr own good homes instead of being 
-for ever anxtous to see new places,” 

The bell rang for their dinner here, and pub an 


end to on. 
"During the meal nelther reverted to the sub- 
‘ject of the London visit, and May, fi particular, 


carefully led the conversation inte subjects which 
she knew that her father liked to talk about. 

Father and hter parted with more than 
their usual ity that night, and May often 
afterwards used to remetuber with thankfulness 
that he seemed to have quite forgiven her her 
share fn) the proposed uprooting from their 
house, 

rye feo down betimes the uext morning, and 
out the garden tending her roses, and 
lovingly straying through the quaint old- 
fashioned flowec- , the admiration of anti- 
quaries, and scorn ofthe modern Isndscape 
gardener, which bad been her mother’s pride, 
aud maybe her grandmother's, too, The old 
rustic postman with his letters passed ber on his 


way from the house, and she had juct made up. 


her nosegay for the breakfast-table, and was 
thinking of returning to the h when she 
was startled by a loud cry, and towards 
her father’s study, from whence {t came, she was 
horrified to ace him standing to the open door- 
way of the bow-window which led to the garden, 


his face terribly pale, aud an open letter in his 
‘hand. ae. “| was very brief, It beq 


"Marlon, my pocr May,” he cried in a terrible 
volce, and before she could reach bi fell 
heavily forward on the threshold of is own 
room, Alpe 

Marion’g c:ies soon alarmed the household, and 
the old butler, alded by the gardener and coach- 
man, raised the trate form and carried ft to 
a sofs,while the female. servants, divining Instinc- 
tively what the distracted girl had failed to realizes, 
hurried her out of the room, 

Au express, mounted on Geoffrey’s favourite 
cob, dashed down te the village, and fortunately, 
finding the doctor at home, brought hica back at 
once, 

Too jate; slas | to offer any aid, for Geoffrey 
Herne was beyond homan skill; and the old. 
doctor, who had known him from boyhood, jast 
laid bis hand ‘upon his heart, and then sadly 
shaking hie head ranttered that one dread word 
which must be spoken of ‘us all one day, and’ton- 
firmed what was more than a suspicion with the 
sorrowing old servants who surrounded him, 

“ Heart disease,” said Doctor Graves, in answer 
to the butler’s mt “He might have lived 
for years, as Etold him, and ‘he must have had 
some te shock to kill him thus, Do any of 
you kno ther epything has occurred to-day 
to distress him?” : 

The gardener came forward, This letter 
was in master's hand when we picked him up, 
sir,” he said, 

Dr, Graves was intimate enough with the 
famfly to warrant his reading the letter ; be- 
sides, he argued that he might eave the poor 
daughter some pain, and be took the fatal letter 
Hr hoy big apa - Ing beside the ie man, a 

read on, cé grew graver an ver ; @ 
last he muttered,— uhicsagd r 

“Gan this be true? Poor fellow! it was 
re, be to kill him, and what can become of 


The letter be bad in his hand conveyed to 
Gooftrey Herne the iatelligence of Josiah Green- 





strest’s death, and the fatal orders which he had 
left concerning the mortgage. 

Small wonder that the unfortunate man, dis- 
tracted by the thoughts of his loss, and realizing 
too late how completely he was rifned, had, as it 
were, turned his face to the wall and died, too 
broken-hearted to face the troubles that were 
before him. 

“Perhaps it ia best for him,” though! the doctor 
“but what about the poor girlt If this is true 
if means utter ruin for her,” 

Then came the terrible part of the business, 
viz,, to tell poor May that her father was dead, 
The kind old doctor wisely determined to suppreas 
half bis bad tidiags; for now thas Geoffrey was 
dead the question of his daughter's future was a 
serious item in hia calculations. It was bad 
enough to have to break the news of his death. 
He tried to get May to come to his own bome, 
and when she refused he sent his wife to stay with 
her, and did his best to spare her all trouble in 
connection with the funeral. 

Poor May seemed to think that the weary days 
would never end, First came the inquest, when 
& verdict in accordance with the medical evidence 
was given, and then the funeral, which was 
atten by half the county, for the dead man 
had been liberal and respected by all, 

Then, as poor Doctor Graves thought, with a 
sigh, as he drove back to the Court, came the 
second terrible blow which had been nursing for 
the poor, bereaved girl. He and Mr. Starker, the 
lawyer, and old Simon Grant, the bead of the new 
county bank, went back together, and talked over 
Geoftrey’s sad imprudence, and his daughter's 
future as they went, 

They were all kind men, and as Simon Grant 
wos the principal trustee under Josiah Green- 
street's will, It wae thought best that he should be 

t when the newe was communicated to the 
nocent victim of the old man’s spite. 

So when they reached the house Doctor Gravez 
sent his wife to bring May Herne to hear her 
father’s will read, and the girl, with a brave face 
aud sorrowful heart, joived the three gentlemen in 
the drawing-room, and listened while her father’s 
last wishes were read to her, 

The will was dated several years before, and 
ueathed everything that 
the testator died: possessed of to his only child, 
his daughter Marion Herne, 

“A model will,” ssid the lawyer, aa he finished 
reading it, “a willacmirable in every way. Un- 
fortunately, my dear Miss Marion, your poor 
ane time of his death had very little to 

ve, 


“ Very little te leave |! Do you call Herne Court 
nothing?” asked May. ; 

“Herne Court had passed beyond your poor 
father’s hands before he died. There is too much 
reason to fear that {t was the knowledge of this 
that killed him.” 

“ Then .have. I. nothing 1” gasped poor May, 
trying ab once to. contro! her emotion, and to 
realise the facts of the case, 

"Very little, L am afraid,” aaid the lawyer, 
“Two red pounds of your mother’s, and 
part of the furniture and stock of th “ourt, for 
which the trustees who hold the estate navegiven 
six hundred pounds. In al!, you will have an {n- 


of forty pounds year,” - 

bank ou,” said Marion, rising ; “I should 
like to think over all this,” : 

“A moment, Miss. Herne,” said old Simon 
Grant; ‘'sa the,trustee. under the will of the 
late owner..(f don’t. mean your father) of the 
estate, I wish-to soy that if you desire to make 
Herne Court your residence for the present we 
shall keep it up in.ite present style, pending the 
inatructions -of the new owner, who is abroad, 
and we hope that you. will.make it your home 
for——for as long as :you like.” 

Bi outage! same a — the leplied 

ness of the proposal touch ay more than 
poy ane done, sud she burst into 
tears, left the room, 

Still on consideration, she resolved she would 
not accept the kind offer. She did not know who 
the owner was, but che realised that the propo- 
sal c from the trustees, and was given solely 





of their responsibility. She pictured to herself 
some country boor or cockney coming to live at 


the dear old Court, and the thought was too 
much for her. Ib was torture to her too, tohave 
to live in the old home, missing the society of 
the loving iather ; and in spite of the offers of 
her friends, and the kind remonstrancesof the good 
doctor and his wife, she determined to leave 
Herne, and go up to London-not to her aunt’s 
| (the very idea of that was too painful, and the 
associations too fresh io allow her to think of it}, 
but to quiet lodgings in some out-of-the-way 
neighbourhood, where for a week or two she 
might look shout her, and then decide on what 
course she should in the future pursue, 





CHAPTER IIf, 


Ir ia not surprising that May Herne ielt griev- 
ously depressed as ehe entered London. Thoughts 
of how different things ought to have been would 
present themselves, and she with difficulty sup- 
preased her tears, As she changed from the 
train to a cab, te drive to the quiet lodgings 
which her friend, the doctor, had secured for her, 
the thermomeier of her hopea fell lower and lower, 
until at jast, when after the slmple meal which 
her landlady bad prepared for her, she was left 
alone, she fairly gave way to her erief. 

She did not fesl particularly cheerful the next 
morning, The night’s reet had to, a certain 
extent refreshed ber afier the fatigues of her 
yesterday’s journey, bub still she felt tired and 
hopeless of the future, That day sho rested, try- 
ing to decide what course to pursue, Ab last che 
determined to try if she could get employment 
in teaching, and after a consultation with her 
landlady, decided to Insert a card iu the window 
of the veighbouring stationer's shop, to adver-~ 
tise in the papers, and adopt the various means 
of getting employment generally fo use. 

The next day she carried out her plans, with 
how small result may be imagived. The world, 
and London {n particular, ia overstocked with 
people In reduced circumstances, anxious to earn 
their livelihood by teaching, ‘ Day-after day poor 
May hoped against hope, and at last had nearly 
made up her mind to give up aud return to 
Herne, when one day she unexpectedly received 
an anewer to her advertisement, and was engaged 
asa sort of day-governeas to the children of » 
wealthy City grover, who made anfiicient 
money to be able to indulge in the Juxury of a 
villa, not far fromthe quist suburb where she 
was uelvg. ; 

Though she was not able to despise the trifling 
cient attached to the post of governess to Mra, 
Grice’s younger children, May felt sometimes 
that she would rather do avything than face 
the drudgery which ehe was now compelled to 
undergo. 

The mistress of the house, to begin with, hated 
her for being a iady, which she knew she could 
never herself pretend to be, aud left no stone an- 
turned to complete a system of petty annoyances, 
which would have been amusing to anybody. but 
the victim. 

Mr, Grice was a far kinder soul, and beyond 
“boring” her incessantly and {nterferiog with 
her teaching on every possible cocasion, was not 
& very great trouble, 

But worse than elther of the above was the 
eldead gon of the house, baptized Samuel in the 
days when his father was a struggling tradesman 
ins amall. way, and now called Sydney by 
hie adoring-motber, ' 
He, had inherited 11 the spitefulnesa of his 
mother and all the prosineas of his father, withont 
the latter’s good-nature as a redeeming feature. 
He had, In addition, received the benefits of a 
commercis! education, supplemented by sach 
ht into the manners and customs of the gay 
world as may be picked up in the pit ofa theatre 
or the back rows of s music-hall, where what he 
had seen had been onty surface deep, and wad the 
very worst of life without the saving point of 
{anate good which in moet men forme the silver 
lining to the eloud. 

This young man had early cast the eye of ad- 
miratiog on his mother’s governeds, and in various 
i ways had endeavoured, while attracting her 





l attention and displaying his own passion, to 
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kindle a reciprocal one in the object of his (very 
apurious) affections. 

The truth was, he was merely indulging his 
own selfishness and vanity, and his desire to 
figure iv certain doubtful baunte with so hand- 
some & companion as Miss Harris (May's assumed 
name), who, as he expressed it, “ looked quite the 
lady.” 

May noticed with amusement some of the 
youth’s antics, which, though meant to be en- 
gaging, were simply ridiculous, She had received 
enough admiration in happier days to be able to 
guess what all his sighs and leers meant; but 
aceing him to be a fool, and imagining him to be 
barmiess, she took no notice of him beyond wish- 
fing him good-morning when they met. 

One day, however, she was destined to be un- 
deceived. It was part of her duties to take her 
young charges out for a walk every day, and she 
generally chose a neighbouring public garden, 
where she could leave them to play about without 
risk, and enjoy herself with a book in the mean- 
time. 

She had dismissed them to play as usual and 
was seated within sight, and deeply engaged in 
her book when she became conscious of some body 
flopping down beeide her, while a voice she recog- 
nized said Ina jaunty tone,— 

“Evening, Mise’Arris, You didn’t expect to 
see me, did you!” 

May’s first impulse was to be angry, but she 
checked herself, and looking up was more inclined 
to laugh at the queer-looking swain who was 
seated beside her, 

“No, I certainly did not, Mr. Grice,’ was her 
answer, 

“Tthought you didn’t ; well, look here, I’ve 
come to ask if you would come to the theatre 
to-night. I’ve got two tickets for the dress 
eircle, end I don’t mind standing supper after- 
wards.” 

in an instant May had eprung to her feet, her 
fave all aflame, and indignation blazing from her 
eyes. With great difficulty she restrained her- 
self, thinking that he had been drinking, and 


sald,— 

“JT think you hardly know what you are 
spying,” with which she turned her back upon 
him and walked towards the children. 

The little snob she was leaving mistook in- 
dignation for coquetry, and at once followed her. 

* You needn’t be so ‘aughty,” he said. ‘' It’s 
always the way with you gals,” and he laid his 
hand on her arm, 

May shook him of with an indignant gesture. 
Although half ready to burst Into tears her 
anger still allowed her to speak, 

“Tf you do not leave me this inetant, Mr. 
Grice,” she cried, “I shall call for aseistance, I 
never thought you a gentleman, bub I thought 
you sufficiently a man not-to insult a defenceless 
woman.” 

But this unlucky admission of the estimation 
fn which she held him was all that was required. 

**Oh, indeed, Miss Fine-airs|” he sneered ; 
“and since when have you been so mighty fine 
that my society is not good enough for you? 
Very well, if you won’t come to the theatre you 

n’t ; but, at all events, I must have a kiss 
for oxy offer.” 

As he spoke he advanced towards her, She 

cast a despairing glance round for ald, but saw no 
one except the children, who were too occupied 
with their own games to notice what was going 
on. 
In another instant the bally’s arm waa round 
her waist; and she would have had to submit, 
Aa his face approached hers so closely that she 
could feel his breath upon her cheek she recoiled 
with a cry. 

The cry was answered bya half-startled ex- 
elamation, and in an Instant more Mr, Grice, 
janior, was measuring his length upon the 
ground, and a friendly voice was saying in her 
ear,— 

"T hope you are not hurt?’ 

She could not answer. Her tongue clung to 
the roof of her mouth, and a mist swam before 
ber eyes, She would have fallen if the stranger 
had not supported ber back to the eeat, 

“Thank you,” she stammered, ‘No, I am 
not hurt, only that wretch frightened me,” 








“Shall I give him in charge?” asked the 
other, pointing to the prostrate Grice, who was 
sitting up, endeavouring to staunch the blood 
which was flowing copiously from hfs nose, 

“No 3 please don’t,” said May. 

“Do you hear, you little bruse? The lady 
says you can go,” sald the other, 

Lady!” sputtered young Grice, “A fine 
lady! A governess, on nothing a week, who, 
when her master’s son offers to be civil, gets 
another chap to come and knock him down.” 

"The other chap will do {t again if you don’t 
take yourself off,” eald the stranger, coolly, bub 
firmly enough to make the bully vanish, ‘‘ And 
now,” he continued, turning to May, “if I can 
be of any service to you—-—” 

“None, I am afraid. I must take these 
children home, and give my own version of to- 
day’s business—not that it will be much use,” 
said May; and, she added, mentaliy, “I am 
sure to lose wy situation.” 

“Forgive my curiosity, but that fellow sald 
something about-——” ‘ . 

“He was quite right,” eald May, interruptibg 
him, “Iam a governees,” 

' And to his people?” 

* Yos,” with a blush, “I am afraid, though, 
that I shall not remain after to-day—indeed, it 
would be impossible,” 

The other sald nothing, but his face plainly 
showed he thought so, too. 

“T must go,” sald May, ‘‘ Many thanks for 
your kind and timely aid. Good-bye,” and she 
held out her hand. 

The other took it, and as he did so thought 
how beautiful she looked in her deep mourning. 
He could not resist the temptation to speak. 

‘‘ Perhaps I may again be able to be of service 
to you. Hereis my card,” and lifting his bat, 
he walked away, 

It did not take May long to discover that, even 
if she had wished to stay, Mrs, Grice would not 
have let her. 

The sight of her son with his swollen face, 
driving up in a hansom cab, with the glase down, 
was enough ; and as young Grice, In addition to 
being a coward, was a liar, she was primed with 
the most unfavourable version of the [afternoon’s 
adventure, 

She attacked poor May most po peas called 
her all sorte of names, and finally ordered her 
out of the house at once. 

May was not slow to go, Wor did she hear of 
this select family again, except that, two days 
afterwards, she received a cheque (which she had 
earned, and could not afford to refuse) for the 
sum due to her, 

It was as well she kept it, as she owed it to 
kindness of the nomi head of the family, 
who had sent it very much against his wife's 
wishes. 

Things were more adverse than ever now, 
and she was almost obliged to take her preserver 
at his word, and see if among his friends she 
might not be able to get a situation, She 
recollected, however, that euch a course was 
impossible, She had read the card when she 
got home but soon forgot the uame-—Captain 
Dacres, —th Regiment, 

So time passed on, and she was again reduced 
to a state of helplessness,when one day scarlet 
fever broke out among the children of her kind 
friend the landlady. May, who had nothing to 
do, willingly undertook to help the mother to 
nurse them, and so successful did she prove that 
the young doctor, who attended them, used to 
laughingly tell her that she ought to be a nurse. 
He was 8 very rising young man, and clever, too, 
this Gilbert Hawke, and he pulled his patients 
throvgh their sickness successfully, Before, 
however, they were convalescent somethin 
else had happened—he had fellen in love wi 
the pretty lodger who nursed the children so 
devotedly. He did not know it himself, bub 
still he was badly hit, and used to rigs him- 
self that it was necessary to call at least three 
times a-day. 

Marion was too occupied with her own con- 
cerns to notice all this. The doctor's words 
spoken fn jest had taken root In her mind; and 
she then recollected that she had often heard of 





ladies who had chosen nursing as — 
end che determined teed tbe React ib it, 
Hig answers seemed very “sa wa 
occurred to him at once how nice it be to 
have this bright creature about the hospital ap 
which he still worked, and he readily gave 
Marion an introduction to the lady superinter- 
dent of the Nurses’ Home. To this sympathetic 
listener Marion told her story, and was at once 
fee alps rata momar dip “foe eee 
C) —- m the dingy streets ¥ 
bright hospital on the banks of the Thames was 
a great pleasure to May, whose health and spirits 
rapidly revived under this new tréatment, and 
in the course of a few weeks she was almost her 
former self. Her bright face and loveliness won 
the hearts of ddctors and patiente alike ; and 
though, of course, she had still the indelible 
marks of past sorrows in her heart; still she 
became, In a measure, the bright, happy 
1 she was before death laid his grim hand on 
firey Herne, 
And as for Gilbert Haw ke.he was like a moth 


ab a candle—sufficlently a man to keep from the 
fatal attraction long enough to do his round 
of duty. He was always wanting to consult 


on_some small point or other In 
connection with a case or to give Instructions, 
while he found it absolutely necessary to visit 
her ward at leasb once g his tour of duty. 
Others noticed his infatuation; but, Marion, 
innocent of any feeling of the sort on her own 
wend on way g her round 
of duty, and fn the constant occupa for- 
getting the troubles of the past few months, 


CHAPTER IV, 


Cuarziz Dacres found life in Junglabad slow 
enough after his emancipation. maoney 
eaidh hol cesne-to him at once cleared his lia- 
bilities and left him free to do as he chose— 
pursue his profession, or retire from the service, 
and become a loafer at large. India, which before 
his good fortune bad seemed pleasant ‘ 
was now too slow a country by far to please 

It is curious how altered circumstances change 
people’s ideas. When he had to stay abroad 
compulsorily he thought Indfa not half a bad 
countfy ; but once he found that he could leave 
it as soon as he liked, he suddenly discovered 
at least fifty reasons for doing ao, 

Still, the leave he wanted was not to be ob- 
tained at once, and the year was nearly done 
before he bid farewell to Bombay, with fifteen 
menths’ leave in front of him. 

Succese often makes people discontented, and 
Charlie Dacres was no better off than his fellows 
In this respect. Once fu Eogland he wanted to 
be back India again, and felt inclined to 
quarrel with the fortune which had enabled him 
to come home, 

Then he was gazetted to a company fn his own 
regiment, and was on the of starting for 
Indie again, when he got a chance of employment 
on active service, and accepted it. 

Once abroad, and in constant employment, he 
became more contented, and found the life of 
hard work and rough living much more con- 

nial to his taste than that of an idler in 

don, He threw himself with energy into his 
work, was noticed by his chiefs, and mentioned 
in despatches. Promotion was sure to follow, 
and he seemed on the high road to success, when 
one day he was prostrated by jungle fever, and 
could not leave bis bed. The doctors pronounced 
it a very bad case, ecting on a frame shaken by 
rough living and exposure, and when the disease 
reached its height they esid there was small 
chance of his recovery. 

However, Charlie was not destined to die on 
this oceasion, To the surprise of the faculty he 
recovered, and slowly found his way ‘back to con- 
valescence, though not to health, till he reached 
a point where the dectors told him that change 
of air and good nursing was all that was required 
to complete his recovery. He was at once put 
upon returning ship, and given leave to England. 

He was not, however, destined to meke such & 
rapid recovery as was expected. Sitting up on 
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deck one evening off the malarious coast where he 
hel DSP ae » he tock «chill, and was again 
by his old . Once more, as the 


wy a towards jand,. he hovered 
ween life and aot Want ¢ was only when in 
of 


id 

On the advice of a doctor on board, to whom 
he confided his friendlessneas, he determined to 
take advantage of the comforts of St. Vitas’ 
Private Hospital, where he could enjoy the 
benefits of good nursing and first-rate medical 
attendance, 

He, therefore, telegraphed from Portsmouth, 
and receiving a reply that a vacant set of rooms 
was at his 1, he armed himself with a 
statement of his case, and, attended by his soldier 
servant, travelled up to London, 

The Ei etdics eeeetiins of the rall- 
way so fatigued him that he went 
straight to bed, and, for the first time for many 
a long day, slept in comfort, When he 
ig he was aware of « gentle 
murmur of voices inthe room. The bright morn- 
ing sun of a lovely June day was shining throvgh 
the chintz curtains, and at the other end of the 
room were standing two people, an elderly gentle- 
map, and s woman in a black dress, with white 
cap, collar, and cuffs, whom he at once judged 
= bee ea ue The doctor was speaking in a 
ow Vi 


“Tt is @ case of good nursing more than any- 
thing else, Miss Harris,” he was saying. “ This 
gentleman is an officer returning from the Sirocco 
coasb, who has been from a very malig- 
nant low fever. His life has been once despaired 
of, and rw en other day, too, but I have no 
doubt he pull round all right. Mind, it all 
depends on the attention he gets,”’ 

‘I will do my best, doctor,” said the nurse, 

“I know you will, and that is why I asked you 
to undertake this case. Mind, you must-——-” 
and here his voice sank so low that the patient 
could not hear what he said, 

Indeed, he had been strangely moved by the 
sound of the nurse's voice. His adventure in the 

at the time, had been 
wiped out the exciting events 
happened 


himself to think ho iy mypleo od yA pea 
wv "a wee 
low tones which he had just heard. ’ 
“ Very well,” the doctor said, in conclusion, ” I 
ror I can depend on you. Poor‘fellow! how ill 
00! ’ 
“He mast have suffered terribly,” sald the 
nurse; and then, as Charlie opened his eyes, 
she added, "T am afraid we have awakened 


you. 

"I was only dozing,” said Charlie. “Ib seems 
80 pl to find oneself in real comfort again 

ghing it 20 long,” 

“ Well, Tam glad zee like your surroundings,” 
said the doctor. “St, Vita’s is a very pleasant 
spot, and if you only pay attention to this lady I 
have no doubt we s have you all right in a 

Te ying a a 

everything I am told,” said Charlie, 
whose eyes had never been taken off Mary’s face. 
Tam 8 capital patient, I believe,” 

" At all ts you are in capital hands,” said 
the doctor, ting to May with a smile. “ You 
are eo oe be eg — But now 

ve you. -m p Dacres; 

a i ge tor a ‘ 
ing lew words which had passed, Ma‘ 

like the other, had been wondering where she hed 
the t. Ou the doctor mentioning his 
a ag govne a ag sorely gd ae 
t! Small 

that Deiiad sesh coltasdteook Sex before, 


fellow she 
lf did 


Load 


I 


or devote a 


over 
aod judged women only by their looks and powers 


put under May’s care. It was a new thing for 
him to find a woman, and a young and beautiful 
one into the bargain, who could see anything in 
life except the necessity for amusement. 


none, and now for the first time he was beginning 
to learn the value of a really good women. 


she saw her preserver, 
him, iyiog weak aud helpless on his sick bed, a 
wild feeling of wishing to repay his kindness to 
herself had rushed through her mind ; and then 


to recognise her she determined to keep her own 
counsel, and after asking him if he was ready for 
breakfast left the room, 

Charlie fell into a doze again, and was only 
awakened by his soldier servant entering the 
room with a cup of tea and some toast, With 
his aid he made himself comfortable, and about 
eleven o’clock his nurse returned. 

“ What can I do to amuse you!” she asked, 
standing by the foot of the bed. : 

Charlie was atill ridiculously weak, and every- 
thing seemed dreamy to him. He liked watching 
= where she stood, and (half- unconsciously) 

'_—~ 

What you are doing now.’®. 

She laughed merrily, 

**I mean would you like me to read to you?” 
she asked. 

“Do, please,” ssid Charlie, “It would be 
awfully good of you.” 

“T don’t know what you fancy, but I have 
brought the Standard,” ssid May. ‘It contains 
something about the Sirocco War.” 

‘* Please read that,” said Charlie, 

The something was a gezette. Miss Harris, 
among others, read,— 

“* Captain Charlies Fenton Dacres to be major,’ 
What does this mean !” she asked. 

“Promotion,” said Charlie, ‘‘ Mies Harris, 
thiol honk i good news.” ‘ 

, t may be a good omen for your re- 
covery,” sald she, 





CHAPTER Y. 


Srx weeks passed away (flew, Charlie thought), 
and by the end of them the patient was far on 
the road to recovery, He was able to walk 
about the garden—now sometimes leaning on his 
servant's arm, sometimes with theaid of a stick, 

On these occasions his nurse generally came 
out for a short time and sat with him. 

These frequent téie a-tétes had a great effect 
upon both of them. When a handsome young 
fellow is thrown on the hands of a woman fn such 
a condition that she {s told that his life depends 
upon careful nursing, and when a young invalid 
finds that his nuree, one of a claas whom he has 
been more accustomed to associate with the use- 
ful than the romantic, is a young and beautiful 
girl, they are towards each other, 
The circumstances under which they met daily 
co any feeling of awkwardness in their 

tercourse; they‘were simply nurse and patient, 
and it never entered the heads of either that they 
were ever likely to become more. 

And yet, without knowing it, both were 
changed during the six weeks, 
Charlie Dacres, always a bit of a Bohemian, 
fond of flirting with anybody for its own sake, 
accustomed to meet ladies on like terms, and 
without a dream of seriously compromising bim 
self, found that involuntarily he was altering bis 
notions about the other sex. 
When a man is not in the habit of looking 
upon matrimony as the Inevitable fate of all— 
when, on the contrary, he thinks it a something 
to which he can never attaine-he is too apt to 
look upon women as playthings, or, perhaps, as 
harmless creatures whom it fs his duty to amuse 
of hia day .to, 
Charlie, when a penniless “sub,” always head 
ears in debt, had looked upon his own mar- 
as the most improbable thing in the world, 


Somehow his views had changed since he was 


His mother he had never known, sisters he had 


And May, what were her feelings? When first 
, aa she had learnt to call 


ittle by little, as she set to work to carry out 


some day. Now it would only bore you. 


neath the handsome, careless dandy, which was 
the surface view presented by this Major Dacres, 
there was a capacity for patient endurance and a 
steadfastness of purpose which ‘might make a 
man of the apparently empty-headed coxcomb. 

So these two had been gradual!y drawn to- 
gether till their mutual liking had grown into 
esteem, and it only needed accident to fan their 
friendship into a still warmer feeling. 

So it came about on a lovely eummer after- 
noon, just as the sun bad sunk low enough to 
make sitting in the open pleasant, there two were 
sharing a bench In the beautiful garden of the 
the hospital. 

May was occupied with some embroidery, 
Charlie sitting beside her lazily watching her 
nimble fingers speeding over the work and talking 
in a half-hearted way, which showed that the facs 
of sitting there at all was enjoyment enough fo: 
both of them. 

The last few weeks had made a great difference 
in his appearance, and he looked more like the 
Captain Dacres of the park adventure than the 
worn soldier who was brought to the hospital. 

" What a lovely evening it is!” be was saying. 
* Makes one wish that the sun would never go 
down ; doesn’t ft, Miss Harris?” 

“ Almost too lovely ; it makes the ordinary 
weather unbearable,” was the answer. 

** Rather different to the climate [ was ~ three 
months ago, By Jove! Ihardly hoped then ever 
to reach England’ again.” 

** You have made a very rapid recovery,’ 


said 


Thanks to your care,” said Charlie, “I should 
like to stay here always,” headded, “I don’t 
know when I have been so happy.” 

Involuntarily a blush mounted to May’s face. 

“ And yet,” she said, ‘“‘ when you leave us a 
week or so hence, you will forget all about the 
hospital in a month’s time.” 

"Who talks of leaving!” sald Charlfe, 
startled at the thought that this pleasant ime 
could ever end, 

“You cannot stay here always,” she answered, 
with a smile, 

“ And I’ve been £0 happy hers,” sald Charlle, 
“It’s the pleasantesat time I ever remember, 
When one Fes been knocking about the world 
without a soul to care for one, it is pleasanbafter 
all, to find that there are such kind people in the 
world.” 

It struck May that she bad never heard him 
speak of hishome, She determined *o see if he 
was quite as friendless as he seemed, 
"T have no doubt it is very lonely In India,” 
she began, ‘‘ but in England——” . 
“'T was far more among friends in India than I 
am here,” he said, “There I had the old 
regiment ; at home I don’t know a soul who 
would have eaid ‘poor fellow’ if I had gone under 
the other day.” 
“Strange!” said May, hardly thinking the 
possible construction he might put upon her 
words; ‘I, too, am an orphan.” 
Charlie looked at the black dress, which told 
its tale, and determined to change the channel into 
which the conversation was drifting. 
* You, at least, have your patients to care for,’’ 
he said, 
‘* My patients,” she answered, with a smile, 
are, after all, but a poor substitute for what one 
has lost. But surely, Major Dacres, you take a 
very gloomy view of life }” 
* Not so,” he replied ; “I have my profession 
and my estate. There fs a queer story about my 
being a landed proprietor, which I will ot ye 
ow- 
ever, I don’t .nean to leave before I am com- 
pelled to, Will they give me a bint to go?” 
**Nob exactly,” said May; “but I heard ti: 
superintendent speaking about you. You ree, 
you are noarly well, and the hospital being very 
, they are besieged with applications.”’ 
" Well, I don’t blame them,” he said, with a 
sigh. ‘'* They are quite right, for, afcer all, a 
healthy man has no business here.” 
At this moment the porter came up, followed 
by o stranger, and May, rising, exclaimed,— 

* Ob! T ta so glad to see you, Doctor 

Hawke.” 








that he did not seem 


her self-appointed task, she had learnt that be- 


It seemed to Charlie, watching the newcomer 
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ns ananncnaiansnaetapaid e _ ie ‘ . ‘ — peers oe 
ith jealous eyes, that the docvor was as under- | and have come to the conclusion that it Is abont 
bred-looking s man as he had ever seen, time that J, too, left thie, Thanks to your kind 


But he was unjust, though, fn truth, Gilbert 
Hawke in the presence of hiv divinity, was ae 
awkward aud ill at ease as he could well be. 

May ictreduced them to each other, and then 
Charile, greeting hing with a very stiff Low, felt 
himeelf de trop, and excused himaelf: 

“Who is that?” asked Dr, Hawke, 

** A patient,” was May's answer, but her eyes 
dropped before his searching glance, 

It was a week after this that Charlie was dis- 
cussing with his nurse the sad necessity for his 


Ho was now so far recovered that he felt ff he 
delayed his departure much longer he would be 
turned ous 

“Where can I got” he was aaking. ‘'I hate 
contizental life at the best of times, and I don't 
know soul to ask to go with me, I shall mies 
you awlally.” 

Why not go to your own home!” asked 
May. 

* Tome |” he cried, bitterly ; “ the very word 

a mockery. I always feel aa if 16 did. not 
belong tome, It came to me quite unexpectedly, 
to the exclusion of eomeone who had a far better 
right than mine, and I always feel as if nothing 
good could come of ft. Hvreu the old people 
svoub the place eye me with. suspicion, and 
necept my sdvances with distrust, I never heard 
its story rightly, but I am sure I ought not to 
be there.” 

“And yet,” ssid May, in spite of her sym- 
pathy with thease ankaown sufferers (for had not 
she, too, been a suffarer herself), ‘you have a 
great work before you to win these people’s love 
sud esteem by making them love you fi spite of 
themee) ves.’ 

"Easier said than couse, Miss Harris,” said 
Charile, gloomily. “I sometimes think I'll let 
the place and go back to Iadia ; and I don’t like 
to do that, for a curlous-teason. You see Herne 
Court) ought mever to have been mine; ft 
belonged to a‘ girl—a beautiful creature. she 
wurst have been by all——-good heavens { aré you 
nie” 

Marion was sitting, white and pale, by his 
vide, 

In an fostanh the well-loved name had told 
her all, and she had realised that the man ehe 
was talking to-——the man whom she had learnt 
to like, almost to loye—was the same who had 
despoiled her of her inheritance and killed her 
father, 

Controlling herself by a great effurt she rose 
to go. 

fr am afraid the heat has made me faint,” 
was all ehe sald, as she swept past him and 
entered the house. 

In her own room she locked the door, threw 
herself down on hor bed, and wept like a 


" child. 


Loft to himself, Charlie shook bis head and 
blawed himeelf for haying gone on prosing 
while she was ill, Then he followed her into the 
nouse, 


CHAPTER VI 

Tus whole of the next day Charlie missed hia 
nuree as he had got tocall her, He then’ began 
bo find owt how much she had become a part of 
his extetence, 

Half another day paseed, and still she did not 
appear, 30 when the doctor came-to pay his dally 
visit, Charlie determined to put some questions 
to him. 

‘Te Miss Harris 1, doctor?” he asked, “I 
have not seen her for two whole days.” 

* Not that Tam’ aware of ; but she left us, at 
all events, for a time!" was the answer. “She 
heard acclientally that there had been a bad 
outbreak of smallpox at K——~, and that they 
were short of nurses, ko xbe at once volunteered 
to g° 

© And vue fs not likely to return?” 

“ Not for some time, at all events.” 

* It le just like her to have gone,” murmured 
Charlie to himself; and then he added, aloud, 
‘* By-the-bye, I have been hardening my heart, 





care aud ekill, I am all right now.” 

“Tam glad you mention {t,” aald the doctor, 
“T certainly think that if you take care of your- 
self you haye no reason to fear a relapse now, 
and ¢an go pboub again as long as you ere 
sensible, In three months’ time you ought to 
be all right,” 

Then followed a Ist of precautions to be taken, 
and a recommendation to go first to the country, 
and to avoid late hours avd high living ; and then 
Charlie, with many thanks and much rep on 
both sides, told his man to pack up his kit and 


prepare for a journey te Herne Court, for thither . 


he had determined to go, 

He felt, indeed, that he had neglected the place, 
and although in his heart he half-hated himself 
for being the owner of the estate, he determined 
to do his best to create a good impression fn the 
little world of which he was king, 

Coming, as he did, sick from active service, 
with the halo round hin which always surrounds 


' the soldier who has soquitted himself with credit 


in the field, he found everybody ready to receive 
him with open arms, and, to a great extend, for- 
give him for being the owner of the Qourt. 

Iv was only when, from time to time, as he was 
going his rounds on the estate, that he would 
find their love for himself was only intezested 
and eurface deep, and that he could never hope 
to possess the real cateem which had once be- 
longed to the Herne family, and he knew that 
the absent girl, of whom he could gain no {utelli- 
gence, really owned their hearts, Iiverywhere 
he went he was confronted by reminiscences of 
the dead man and his daughter ; and sometimes 
he would return of an evening and brood over 
the fate which had made him, however innocently, 
an interloper. 

Prosperity laproves some people, and Charlie 
waa beginning to mske one of them. He was 
growing into an intelligent, thoughtfal man, the 
very reverse of the gay “sub,” of three years 
before, 

He had another trouble, too, iu the impos- 
sibility of forgetting his nurse at 8b, Vita’s, a 
reminiscence which grew rather than decreased 
under the’ hand of time, Possibly the recollec- 
tion of the one woman whom he red (he did 
not think of love as yet) had softened him in all 
his|dealings with the sex, and the old servants In 
the\house were astorfished to find that they had 
only to mention that such-and-such had been the 
custom in Miss May's time to ensure its being 
continued under the major, 

The old, half-blind retriever which May, had 
given to the village doctor, found his way back. to 
the Court, and when Charlie arrived, took up his 
old place on the hearthrug, and lay there undis- 
turbed, bestowing as much affection as age 
and failing senses had left him on the new 
equire, 

The trustees had, as has been mentioned before, 
bought the whole of May Herne's private. pro- 
perty, and the same horses stood in the stables, 
the same furniture in the rooms as before. 

Charlie, who wasea lover of horsefiesh, had been 
struck by the beautiful. thorougubred. which: had 
been ao birthday gift of Geoffrey Herne’s to his 
daughter, but surprised everybody ordering 
him never to be ridden, only exe by a boy, 
Why he did so he could not have told hicaselé, 

From the worthy dootor and his wife he learnt 
a grend deal sbvat his predecessor, but they 
knew no more than he did what had become of 
May. 

Ourlouely, too, their only photograph of her 
had been taken when she was only twelve years’ 
old, and bore bub faint resemblance to the beau- 
tital girl who had nursed the major, His only 
real happiness was when he was with these 
homely people, and he soon learnt-te drop in 
at all sorts of odd hours sad spend half hie day 
with them. 

. There was budone opinion in the county, viz., 
that poor Herne’s ‘sucvessor was a firstrate 
tellow. 


As scon as his health allowed he hunted and’ 
subscribed liberally ; he took part in all their 


amusements, attended county meetings, was an 


active meniber of the bench, and was, in addition, 
a distinguished soldier and w yep Ay 


So six months puede Chatlie’s: teave, 


to 
recover from the fatigues; ete., of th 
campaign, was drawing to a close, bape 4 
before the ead of bis stay at Herne he 1 
at a neighbouring squire’s Mrs.'de Courey 


and her two daughters. The good lady bore him 
no malice; on the contrary, she #0 WEAVE 
him that she decided ‘her younge ter 


Luey at the major's bead, and wrote td her: 
band to the effect that ‘ft would be so niece tf 
dear ee come back jor — 
after all. I could easily — acres 
to take the old name, and it would be in every 
way an excellent match for Lucy.” *- 

retty Miss Locy berself learnt to blush wheu 
the handsome major spoke to her, and as she was 
inclined to be sympathetic, ‘and Cherie fa *his 
loneliness was yearning for sympathy, thetwo god 
on famously, Still, a y 


friends, aid nothing priyerser age 
Courey ‘Smith's hopes; and when that 
lady, having extended her visit: as far as 
deceney could, was fain to pack up her 
ings and excort her daughters ho: 

could’ do was to extrach ‘a prontize 
mejor that he wouldcome and 
Eanismore. gardens whenever he'came to 

So Ctarite’s gyn enone 
farewell to Herne, miore” 
than he dreamt of, and having decided to 
to Indis and the business of soldiering with 

ment, he travelled to London to equip 
elf for his journey-to the East, : 

Knowing few in town; he was not 
long before he called ab Eanlsmore-gardens, 
was rewarded by finding the family not-at 

However, the next day he met them in 
park, and was'at once invited to take 
the next day with a view to hie escorting 
young ladies to an afternoon concert. : 

“ We shall have nobody bat yourself and 
Herne, my niece, who is a very eccentric young 
lady,” enid the mother. “ She has taken toex- 
traordinary idess slace my poor brother died, 
and actually gains her ‘by 0 via the 

I cannot you how sho I 
was when I first heard of it, Of course she does 
py aware 9 yet tetany 
a fam x 3 you iia 

“On a ee said Charlie, ‘manfully, 
‘T have the highest respect for these 
nursing sisterhoods, owe my ina 
large measuré to the kindmess and atten of 
one of them, and [hall always regard them with 
the greatest feelings of admiration.” He 

‘‘Oh, very well, Then we may count upon 
you,” and with a bow and a emlle the catriage 
rolled away, Jeet 

As Charlie, after leaving the park, was strolling 
down Pall-mall, he ran up against « recently- 

geveral officer, one of his ebiefs in tl 
Sircoca expedition, a rou bachelor; bute 


Hie 


Hi 
reel 
pei Eeeec: 


Ba 


18 


F 


old 
splendid soldier, who bad been one of hid best 


triends. im 
“By Jove, Dacre!” he cried,“ the 
man I wanted to see, Just step into» the 
olaedebe minute 5 I -want to talk:te you.” 
@harlie followed him, and Sir ‘Thomas un- 
folded his news. He had just bean appointed to 
yor gon taco @ Hy pate sisi he 
al, and he wanted Charlie to accompany 
abe nb tt Ee was in the habit of pion 
os whatever he had on bis mind, and he 
80 DOW. ; 
« You see, Dacres,” he said, * you're the 
man I want-—a sensible fellow, not above 
work at a pinch, and quite ss capable of 
twaddle to the old women, and young ones, 
ri be bound "wiih a ehuckle“as any of 
them.’ bat 
Charlie was not quite proof ‘this; bat, 
after thanking Sir Phomas he ite a day to 


think it over, and’ then left that 
warrior, who cheerily called after bim,— 
“ Mind, it’s yes 1" ei 4 jv eae 
Tue next day ‘he presented himself ab about 
twenty mioutes past one ab Eanismore-gardeus, 
He was ‘at ouce shown fato the drawing- 





the servant eayiog the Indies had uot ret 
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her--sprting up on the instant. 
The doctor 


imprudence, and the grasping viljaioy of one 
creditor, bad ceased to be hers, 


There seemed ‘nothing incongruous to her in 


connecting Charlie Dacre with the idea of » hard- 
hearted usurer. 

She ai night, troubled by 
preeper yo that'she must meet her enemy (as 
she called him), or show her dis re by stay- 
ing away. “The Of g to K-—- on 
a good excuse seemed a , and she lost no’ 
time In ‘availing 


spear ee had 

how ‘and chivalrous, and un- 
li it was that he could ever have been mixed 
up fm any disereditable practices; so at last she 
had ‘come almost to think that she had been 
hasty in her flight, or, at all everits, in her judg- 
ment of him } 

Still there was that awful memory of her 
father’s death, stricken down by the same blow 
which ruined bim‘and her, and she hoped eia- 
cerely that she might never again meet him. 

About this time, too, Gilbert Hawke deter- 
mined to-ask her to be his wife, and did 20, 
His propoxal came upon her like a thunderbolt, 
aud pe cm uchtent to recollect geese 
given hi teat encovragement. Ib was, 
however, without hesitation that she refused him, 
and at the same time the thought occurred that 
he was not at all the sort of man she would have 
chosen! Nol she would have liked some one 
more like, well, more like Major Dacres, only, 
of course, that was im y 

Nothing could possibly have been more sur- 

to both of them to be thus suddenly 

brought face to face without warning. May had 

to meet anybody, and Charlie had 

as little expected to find the stranger nurse was 
his own, » rete Ba sey 

The man recovered first. ; 

“How do you do, Miss Hartis!” he said ; 


“I did not expect to see you.” 





* Yea, Major ee I am the unfortunate 
. May Herne, as you #0 rightly call her.” 

* And now I know why sm were so troubled 
when I mentioned Herne Court that day,” said 
Charlie. ‘‘Dear old Hearne, I should have loved 
it better thamever ifI-had known ib was your 
home, Why did you not tell me!” he added, 
reproachfully. ‘Iam sure when you had seen 
me, had cared for me; had almoat saved my life, 
se ought to have known me sufficiently to have 

een able to speak of your trouble without the 


terrible thought that: I was the evil-docr coming 
betercen us.” 
He spoke so humbly, and withal looked se hand- 


some, that May’s feelings began to soften, Sti 
she did not like to give in. 

* There are sorrows, Major Dacres, which can- 
not bear handling,” was her answer. ‘“ Mine was 
one of them.” 

“Tf you had known how often I have heard of 
you fcom your old friends, how I have longed to 
meeh you, have tried to find you, to see if I 
could help you in any way,’’ pleaded the other, 
“Tam suro you have forgiven me. If you 
knew how I have tried to carry out your own 
wishes; spoken when you did not know who I 
was, how I have endeavoured to make myself 
felt to be the friend of all about the estate, [ am 
sure you would nob throw in, my teeth the share] 
eng had ia g you of what ought to 


May was touched, in spite of herself, 
“IT hope you have succeeded,” she said, 


'y- 

© Succeeded 1" he answered, almost scorn- 
fully. “How could I? If you only knew the 
extent to which these old people have schooled 
themselves to hate me you would not ack me 
about my success, They made me feel at every 
turn I took that I was aninterloper, that I had 
no business.to be there,” 

" Surely,” eaid May, looking at him for the first 
time in_ the face, ." ig gome wey in which 
you might overcome this?” 

As she epoke, Charlie thought she had never 

so handsome ; thought, too, of the. plea- 
gant hours they had spent together, of the beauty 
of her na and the pm of her heart. 
Then, for the firat tlmeit occurred to him that 
there was a way to old. Greenstreet’s 
wrong, though his lips could hard!y frame it, 

* Can you help me to find one?” he asked, 

“No, I cannot,” she replied. “But still I 
by ke f I were pi «4 you ia I sper dagpie 

ness care, 8USSi0D, an 

by a sense of benefits pelened te make them 
feel that though the past was gone and could 
never return, the present was striving in every 
way to make up for what was lost, until, perbaps, 
ia happier years ‘to come, the old wrong may 
vanish, and the present ruler become as loved 
and honoured as that which is gone for ever.” 

“*T know but one way to make my rule popu- 
lar,” he answered, 

“What fs thut ?” she asked, 

* ‘Ifyou will consent to share {t with me, My 
darling, I bave seen you day by day going your 
rounds, and facing misfortunes, I have felt the 
benefits of your care, have learned to love and 
admire you. I have not known till now what ib 
has been that has’ killed the pleasure {n my late 
life, but itis a yearning for you. Tuke pity on 
me, May ; come back to the old Court, help me 
to learn how to make the people love me as they 
love you, and let it be as if you, the princess, had 
taken me to yourself, so that in happiness and 
estecin the memory of the past rey be blotted 
" ; 


As he spoke he took her hand. He did not 
know how near he was winning then by his 
honest avowal of his love, or how ib came upon 
her like a flash that she too, loved this man, in 
spite of the wrong he had done her, ‘and would 
a sm too to have shared his fortunes as 


w 

For awhile, as he wis speaking, she wavered, 
lon to cloze the sad chapter of her struggles, 
aud to seek a haven of rest for the future in the 
heart of the man she knew she loved, but the 
memory of her father, stricken down so suddenly, 
came between them and she withdrew her hand 





to answer,— 








**No, mo! It can’ never be; please do not 
think of it. Believe me it ia impossible to abate 
the evil thas.: Your generous offer is made 
without thinking; you cannot, do not mean 
what you say, but epeak in pity———” 

“TI love you as yourself and for yourself,” 
crled Charlie, interrupting. 

“And I was going to add, it can never be, 
Ties which cannot be broken, circurostances I 
can never forget, for ever prevent our being 
more than friends, Do uob press your suit, be 
kind thus far.” 

“Ties!” cried Charlie, fn‘ agony, “ chrcim- 
stances! I know I am too late.” And now 
that she seemed beyond: his reach she became 
dcubly dear. He thought what it could mean; 
then recollecting Gilbert Hawke and certain 
stories he bad heard at the bhoepital, he thought 
he saw the reason for her refusal. 

** Heaven bless you,” he said, in a husky voice. 
“*T hope you will be happy. If you think of me 
aball, try to remember me as a friend, and ‘f 
you or your husband——-” but his emotion 
overpowered him, and seizing her hand, he pressed 
it passionately to his lips, and before May could 
stop him left the room. 

Lefi to herself May dried her tears, ouly jusb 
in time, ao the ladies of the family who hid been 
out shopping returned very Inte and full of apolo- 
gies only to find the major gone. 

* What can have taken him away!” asked the 
mother in dismay, ‘‘Do you know, May?” 

“YT think Ido, I had nursed him under my 
assumed name. We saw a good deal of each 
other, and he has just aeked me to be his wife.” 

** Asked you to be: his wife!” eried her aunt 
{n astonishment, “and you?” 

“T wonder you ask, aunt,’’ said May, '‘ there 
was only one thing poxsible.” 

‘My dear’niece, I am so glad.” 

"You mistake me. I refused him.” 





CHAPTER VIIL 


Oxcm,.outside the house Charlie hailed a paxs- 
fog hansom and.ordered the driver to take him 
to the club... The drive was one of the. bitterest 
reminiscences of his life, Fresh from hig defeat, 
and only jusb beginning to realixe how fondly he 
waa in love, it seemed that happiness wae over, 
First he thought of. returning snd pleading 
again, but he knew May’s characier two welj, te 
thought, toexpect her to change her mind, Be- 
sides, she had really never cared for him, and, 
above all, she was evother man’s promised bride. 

Then came the after thought, where could he 
hide himeelf and his sorrow, and he remembered 
that he had not yet answere? Sir Thomas’s «ifer 
of a billed on his staff. This seemed the very 
chance he wanted, and his first acb on entering 
the club wes to sit down and pen an ecceptance 
of the post, That done he set out for Pall-mall, 
The first acquaintance he ran against was Sir 
Thomas himself, who greeted him warmly, and- 
asked. {f he had made up his mind, 

** Yes, thanks. Iam goiug to ask you to take 
me,” answered Charlie. 

“Well, that’s all right. I was beginning to be 
afraid that confounded money they say you've 
come into was going to spo!l you like the rest,” 
said Sir Thomas. 

“T have not found iba very great boon so far,” 
enid Charlie, bitterly, 

Then itywas arranged, to his great satisiaction, 
that they were to start that day week, and with 
a cheery nod the old General trotted off down 
the street, ’ 

Charlie paid his, visits to hie tailor, &e., and 
dropped into his club to dine. Then be atrolled 
down to the Straud and occupied « stall ab one 
of the theatres. He found, bowever, that it was 
useless trying to drive away care thus. That 
m ’s interview with May was) too strong 
aud too fresh for him to bé able to forget it, and 
after an hour or so he got up.and left the theatre 
and walked home to his room, 

He tried to'turn in, bub ib was vo good; he 
could not sleep, and so he got up and read, So 
the night away in reatless fits of trying to 
tead and sleep, until in the small hours an idea 
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struck him. ‘Tce very thing, he thought, and 
turning round he slept ‘ill late in the day. 

After a hearty breakfast he went ont, and 
calling a cab drove to Lincoln’s-iun, Here he 
remained closeted with his lawyers for a couple 
of hours, at the end of which he came out 
accompanied by the junior partner. 

“ Mind,” he sald, “everything must be ready 
in three days’ time,” 

“ Depend upon us,” was the answer; “ though 
I hope by that time you will have decided not 
to carry out your present intentions.” 

‘' Very little chance of that,” said Charlie, with 
a smile, and hing the lawyer good-morning he 
walked awayrooking more like the careless 
Charlie Dacres of three years before than he had 
for months. 

Six days later the continental express carried 
Sir Thomas and his alde-de-camp to Paris en route 
for the East, 

Charile’s bankers’ account was as Hght as his 
heart was heavy, when the brain rolled slowly out 
of the station, and with increasing speed put an 
end to the second chapter of his life. 

May Herne had geen in the papers that Major 
Dacres, of the —th, had been appointed aide-de- 
camp to Major-General Sir Thomas Stubbe, &c. 
A feeling almost of despair had settled upon her 
ever since she had refused to Hsten to the man 
she loved, 

He wae going to India, and would probably, in 
course of time, amid the other cares of his 
position, forget the girl whom he had asked to be 
his wife, for whom there seemed nothing left now 
but a life of honourable poverty and hard work 
in the cause of the sick and poor. 

The same morning that Charlie left she was 
sitting in her room at St. Vita’s when the porter 
hrought her a card—‘ Mr, Quill, Lincoln’s-inn.” 
She did not know the name—was surprised to 
find that he addressed her as Mise Herne. 

‘*T thought I bad better call upon you per- 
sonally, Miss Herne,” he began, “to deliver this 
into your hands and to tell you that the firm 
await your instructions.” 

“T hardly understand,” she said, 

"No, I do not suppose that you do; bat the 
letter will explain Iteelf. If you will excuze me, 
as I have a call to make in the neighbourhood, I 
will return in a couple of hours and take your 


iastructions. Good morning,” and with a bow | 


he placed s large sealed packet on the table and 
loft the room, 

May f{ustinctively decided to return to her own 

om before opening the packet. The nurse 
came to warn her for duty. May came to the 
door, looking so white and pale that she thought 
she must be ill. 

“ Ask Miss Green to take my piece. I am not 
very well, and if Mr, Quill calls let me know,”’ 
she said. 

She had received a great surprise, On opening 
the packet a sealed letter and another paper fell 
out; the last was almply a formal notification 
from the solicitors that their client, Mejor 
Dacres, had requested them'to place the enclosed 
into her hands. The letter ran as follows :— 


“My Dear Miss Herns,— 

“ What passed between us at Mrs. Smith’s 
a few days since has made it impossible for me to 
communicate with you personally, so I must 
write what I have to say. I leave for India on 
Wednesday” (this is Wednesday, ae May), 
‘fand as we travel with the mails [I am nob 
likely to hear from Eogland for some time, 
a» you will be able to reconcile yourself to my 
proposal, It has been on my conscience ever 
alnce J accepted Josiah Greenstreet’s legacy, that 
I bad all the appearance of countenancivg his 
proceedings. It is not a good thing to speak fll 
of the dead, but I must confews that old man 
was a consummate rogue. Without actually 
overatepping the law he contrived by various 
means, too long to recapitulate here, to gain such 
a hold over your father’s property that at last he 
was able to seize 16 without a word of warning. 
When I accepted the legacy I knew no more of 
Josiah Greenstreet than that he had been my 
father’s confidential clerk. Surprised to find him 
so rich, and knowing he had no relations, I was 
prepared, nevertheless, to acoept his property In 





the light of an acknowledgment of the benefits 
which my poor father, in the days of his pros- 
perity, was able to confer on him. It is only 
lately that I learnt the real facts of the case,-or 
I give you my word of honour that I would 


never have allowed myself to become the} 


minister of the old man’s hate and spite at being 
defrauded by death of the long-cherished hopes 
of enjoying the possession of a fine estate, I 
shall never cease to regret that I have been un- 
consciously the means of wronging you; and I 
atk you, with all my heart, to forgive me, and to 
attribute it rather to niy carelessness than to my 
desire to do wrong. 

**T am glad even now that it Ys in my power 
to make to you a poor restitution. I cannot 
give you back the years of misery you must 
have spent since you left Herne Court, and I 
must aleo ask you to forgive me the money I 
have spent upon myself daring the years I have 
been master of the estate. But I can and do 
restore Herne Court to you, its rightful owner, 
and am happy to think that you will find it little 
altered in the time you bave been away. Do not 
think of refusing ; you will only lose, I shall gain 
nothing. I will never touch a penny of the 
money, and in the will, which, in addition to the 
formal deed of gift, I have left with my solicitors, 
the estate is devised unconditionally to you. If 
you refuse to use the money, [t will only accu- 
mulate for your own or your children’s use after 
my death, 

*'Go back, then, to the home which you love, 
and the friends.who love you, and try by your 
goodness to make them forget the Intrusion of a 
stranger. Marry the man you love, and live 
many happy years at home, For myself, I am 
going to India, where I hope time will help me 
to forget the folly which made me think that 
you could love me, Heaven bless and keep you, 
and make you think kindly of me, Perhaps, in 
time, if I am spared to return to Eng we 
may meet, when time has brought forgetfulness. 
For the present, I hope that you will be able to 
forget my share.in Josiah Greenstreet’s 2 ear 
With many wishes for your happiness, 
me, ever yours sincerely, 

“CHarntes Dacrgs” 


Bitter tears of mingled grief and shame flowed 
from May’s eyes as she read the letter ; grief for 
the heart she had wounded and the happiness 
she had spurned ; shame to find that the man 
whom she had looked upon as a rogue was 60 
rauch nobler than hereelf, ‘ 

She would refuse his gift, and would write 
and tell him so, and beg to return. 

What was this fatal mistake abont her being 
engaged to someone ?—Gilbert) Hawke, of course. 
How could she correct the sil? 

And then the memory of the scene In her 
aunt’s drawing-room came before her, and she 
thought how mad she had been to throw away 
the chance which would, in all probability, never 
return, 

In the midst of such thoughts as these the 
lawyer was again announced. £ 

May found that it would be useless to refuse 
the gift, as poor Charlie had said he would not 
touch it, and, as the lawyer urged with some 
force, It would be useless te leave so fine a pro- 
perty to go to ruin for want of a head. 

He represented Charlie as quite firm, and told 
her that he and his partner had in vain tried to 
alter his decision. 

“So you see, my dear Miss Herae,” he sald, in 
conclusion, "it will be all for the best if you 
accept the gift. Major Dacres, although a poor 
man, ca. perfnetly live on his pay in India, and I 
am quite eure he will never touch a penny of the 
Herne Court rents.” 

“Well, I suppose I must,” ssid May. “ But, 
mind, I look upon the deed of gift as null and 
void,and I am only going back to Horne as steward 
of Major Dacre’s estate, As soon as ever he re- 
turns to England I shall cee him, and insist upon 
his taking his estate back. I have no possible 
+ ae a it. Iam sure he will do what I ask 


m. 
“I doubt ft,” said the lawyer, with a shake of 
the head, 





So May gave up nuréing, and went back to the 
old home which Aes thought sh for 


never denied that she had refused to marry Major 
Dacres ; and even if she had, it would have been 


useless, for her aunt told it every: taking 
care to suppress the fact of her t 
in the matter of Miss Lucy. — 

It the county thought well of Charlie before, 
it was even more enamoured of him now, after 
is bot oe para act, But 
short time story were 
May found lnveall teaniell oat atk Lister 
left the Cuurt, and the reign of the Hernes had- 
never been broken. 

She was inexpressibly touched fo find how 
little things had altered during her absence—the 
Se Oe ae ee 
her own favourite just, as she liad left him, 
her father’s cob, if anything, in better case. One 
new inmate had come to the stables, a handsome 
bay hunter of the msjor’s, as the servants called 
him, May, who had heard the story of Charlie's 
ecg to allow body to nae 
orse, tried to repay the compliment to tan,” 
who, whoever, so won upon her t she, @ 
capital horsewoman, could not resist the tempta- 
Saad onthe tabaicniona F en- 

over the neighbouring downs, 

Everywhere she went she heard nothing but 
praise of Charlie, his kindness to all about the 
estate, and the improvements which he had made 
in the property. 

She felt he had greatly underrated his own 
success, and her one cry in private was, “ Would 
he ever come back }”” 


Then came another annoyance. She was 
twenty, and the promise of her girlhood 
wompiay Hing re 


Independently of her supposed her 
great beauty won her and Fry half 


admirers, 
the eligible bachelors in the county at her feet. 
One or two had the hardihood to propose 
her only to meet a firm refusal, and so ib was 
said that she was as cold as she was beautiful. 


s 


broken down overwork, and been advised 
to take a country where the work would 
not do more than his hand in for a year or 
two, ; ; 


By chance Dr, peat en a upon 
retiring, partially ab events, fror 

and bad advertised for an assistant. Hawke at 
once answered, and was accepted, to the utter 


all the preliminaries were arranged, and {b wae 
too late to draw back. 

What made it more awkward was that Gilbert 
was to live with the old couple. May ensily 





found out what day he was expected to arrive, 
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porn yg pana and one day, as she 
was riding through the village, she met face 
face. 
ie How do you do, Dr. Hawke!” said May, 
holdivg out her hand. 
‘' How do you do, Miss Harris!” stammered 
the doctor. 
‘ST am known as Mies Herne,” said ° 


May. “If we are to meet at all it must be os 
friends,” 


“T do not wonder at your wishing to forget 
the days of your troubles,” said the other, “ But 
days of my happiness, when we 
were ab least on fairly equal terme—you the 
nursing sister, I the young doctor. Now ”-—with 
a sigh all that is d, You have returned 
to fortune, I have sunk in the world, and am 
trying In this out-of-the-way place to recover 
8 foc ngphpelanep ansey nayer ayer yenab 

“You t Seen Seer view of your 
prospects,” said May, kindly. “ Shay wal months’ 
time you will be restored to health and London,” 

“I sometimes think,” he cried, passionately, 

“that love of you has crushed the life out of 
me. Why, oh! why will not you take pity on 
me?” - 
“I pave told you before, Dr, Hawke,” said 
May, as nearly angry as ever she was, “that we 
can never be more than friends. If you persist 
in disregarding this I can only refuse to meet 
you. Good m ” and with a touch of her 
whip her horse sprang forward, and she was 
gone, 

For a few days Gilbert Hawke, when they 
met, avoided dangerous ground, but then he 
began again, and as avoiding him meant avoiding 
her friends, the Gravesa’s, May found herself 
obliged at times to speak tohim, In the course 
of a month or so his attentions became so marked 
that it was common talk that the young doctor 
was going to be master of Herne Court. 

Morever, Mra. Graves, who had begun to 
think that so long a time had passed without 
= news of Major Dacres, that he must be 
elther dead or have forgotten them, aided Gilbert 
Hawke’s suit to the best of her ability, thinking 
that it was high time that May was married and 
settled, and that she had waited quite long 
enough for her supposed faithless lové>. 

Ab last things came to a head, when May was 
openly congratulated by an old pensioner of her 
own in the village on her approaching marriage, 
Weary of her persecution and persistency of her 
admirer she rode straight home and wrote to 
Charlie,— 


“My Dear Mason Dacres,— 

“T could not trust myself at the time 
to try thank you for your generous gift of Herne 
Court, which I have not actually accepted for 
myself, but have only carried out your wishes by 
coming to live here and carrying on your work as 
T hope you would wish. 

‘I think now, however, I ought to write and 
tell you that you ought to come home, There is 
much to be done which I do not like to setile 
without your leave, and I really wish (under- 
lined) that you would come if only to assist me 
with your advice, It is so long since we have 
heard from you that I am beginning to think 
you have forgotten us all, 

~“ There is another point I want to clear up. I 
am not, and never have been, and never shall be 
engaged to Dr, Hawke, 

“*T have one other thing to say—no, I will not 
write it, 1 really wapt your aid in a very im- 
portant matter concerning myself, and am going 
to claim it.. You have been more than a brother 
to me, and I do not know to whom else to turn. 

come, 
“ Yours very sincerely, 
“May Herng,” 


As May signed and sealed this letter, she 
thought with a weary heart that it must be two, 
perhaps three, months before an answer could 
posaibly come, 





She began at last almost to despair. Gilbert's 
attentions became more marked every day, and 
although ehe avoided him and had him refused 
Court, she found that he 


s 


i 
i 
=F 


rea toe n h : house and de- 
® paper on a salver. It wasa telegram 
containing only the words,— ; 
** Shall be with you soon.” 
May read them, and for the first time in her 
life fainted away, . 

CHAPTER X. 


EastWaRD BOUND, hurried along by express 
trains and fast steamers, Sir Thomas and his 
aide-de-camp had little time for reflection until 
they reached Brindial, and then Charlie found 
that his spirite were recovering fast from the low 

nt to which had fallen at home during 

last. week in En 

Then, when he reached Kharkipore, came the 
drill season and the inspections, with the con- 
tinual round of gaiety incidental to the cold 


Charlie f to the letter the part which 
the General had set him, and was voted by all a 
model A.D,O. Then came leave to the hills end 
an autumn campaign on the frontier, and more 
honours to be gained, and altogether he felt that 
he was a happier and a better man than he had 
been when last abroad, Siill, those of his old 
friends whom he met declared him a changed 
man, the men saying that prosperity had steadied 
him, the women with the rank he had 
adopted the manners of a major, and seemed to 
think himself as old as his position in the service 
warranted his being. 

Sir Thomas, who knew or guessed a good deal 
of his aide-de-camp’s history, could nob say 
enough for him, and the campaign men- 
tioned above, recommended him so strongly that 
he was again promoted by brevet, and became a 
lieutenant-colonel, Still, Charlie fretted con- 
siderably, and his friend saw with regret that his 
spirite did nob seem to recover the bucyancy which 
he remembered. 

Indeed, he grew so low-spirited and melan- 
choly, that they began to fear that he would 
worry himself into illness. And so, when a 
second hot weather came round, Sir Thomas 
insisted on his goivg to the hills and trying some 
shooting as a diversion ; and so it happened that 
while May was writing her appeal to him to come 
home, Colonel Dacres was away in the hills pre- 
tending to be mad after big game, and astonish- 
ing his shikari by the little enthusiasm he dis- 
played over a fine head or skin, 

Sitting one night beside his camp-fire, thinking 
over some of the events of his past life, and won- 
dering if he should figd May much aitered and 
what sort of a fellow her husband was, he was 
interrupted by the arrival of a coolie-runner with 
his letters from the nearest post-office, some forty 
miles off, Selecting three from among the heap 
of Times newspapers, circulars, etc., he laid them 
aside to open first. 

The firat was a kind note from Sir Thomas, 
expressing hopes that hia health was mending, 
aud that he was enjoying himself, and giving 
those little {tems of news about his friends 
which always have such interest to the absentee. 

The next was directed, in a round business 
hand, to Major Charles Dacres. Charlie glanced 
at the signature, and found that it was from 
Mr. Grant, the principal trustee of Josiah 
Greenstreet’s trust, whose acquaintance he had 
made at Herne two years before. He read as 
follows :— 


"My pean Mason Dacrzgs,—You will excuse 
my troubiing you in the matter of the Green- 
street trust in which you are interested, but I 
think it advisable to tell you a legal opinion I 
have just got from Starke. When you made 











over the Herne Court estate by deed to Miss 
Herne I was on the point of writing to tell you 
that you had no power to do so, but as the 
young lady at the time refused the gift, and as 
your lawyers, Mossrs. Parchment and ‘Quill, con- 
sidered themselves acting within your. instruc: 
tions in allowing Miss Herne to reside ab the 
Court, I did not age avy necessity for my inter- 
fering. Now, however, circumstances has made 
it aa for me to explain to you how you 
stand. 

** Miss Herne fs, I am credibly informed, about 
to contracts a matrimonial alliance”-—Charlie 
winced—'‘and as it would never do fol this 
marriage to take place undér the impression that 
as have made over the estate to her, I think it 

it that you should yourself have the option of 
writing to tell her that the deed was executed in 
error. The fact is you have only a life interest in 
the Court estate, the property ‘being strictly 
entailed on your son if you have one, and failing 
lasue it becomes the property of our town, to be 
held in trust for the purpose of erecting and 
endowing a school, From what I can gather 
Gilbert Hawke is an adventurer, who is elther 
misleading or forcing Miss Hearne into a 
marriage, and his present object would seem to 
be to compromise her, and thereby gain posses- 
sion of the estate, A word from you would stop 
this. Of course you have a perfect right to do 
as you like with the income, and your power only 
ceases at your death,—Believe me, *tc,, 

“Smron Gray,” 


Charlie whistled. Then he opened the other 
letter. As the postmark “ Herne” caught his 
eye, he tore it open and read with feverish haste 
the letter which May had penned In her trouble. 
From the hint old Simon Grant let fall he 
guessed that May was in serious trouble, ard wild 
with delight to find that not only was she free, 
but that she came to bim naturally in her 
troubles, he at once gave orders to have his kit 
packed up and a march to be made early in the 
morning. 

A few days later he reached Kharkipore, where 
he obtained leave, and resigning his staff appoint- 
ment, hurried to Bombay. Thence he tele- 
graphed to May. 

May’s fainting fit soon passed off, but before 
she came to Gilbert Hawke disappeared. le 
tried several times to gain admittance, but was 
refused, as May kept her room, until at last a 
day came when, as she was sitting watching the 
Park from the window, a hired dog-cart drove 
up to the door, and she could recognise the tall 
military figure which was seated by the driver. 
A. few minutes later they were alone, 

“You have sent for me,” said Charlie, “or I 
should not be here,” 

“T have sent for you because I wanted you to 
do something for me,” was May’s reply. 

“What ia it?’ he asked, in a constrained 
voice. 

‘*To forgive me,” she replied, with a blush, 
holding out her bands. 

Before he could answer she was locked in his 
arms; and before he released her he made her 
promise to destroy for ever the venom of Josiah 
Greenstrcet’s Spite. 


[THe END.] 








THE most eccentric idea in bicycles is probably 
that which will be exhibited in Stuttgart, This 
is an ordinary-looking machine, but, instead of 
being made of hollow steel tubing, it is con- 
structed of soft iron, completely wound with fine 
copper wire, At the back of the frame near the 
bottom is a small but powerful dynamo, which 
generates a strong current of electricity, The 
deviser of this eccentricity believes that any 
machine which comes within 15 feet of his own 
will be instantly repelled from him. 








76 SONGS, Piano and Dance Pieces, including 
Songs, ‘‘My Sweetheart” and ‘‘Good Night Sweet 
Love”; Love's Golden Dream Waltz, Japanese Fan 
Dance, &c.; Is, 6d., post free, with lovely portrait of 
Queen and partieulars of cur £20 Prive Competitions.— 
Turner's Piano, Organ and Music Depot, London Koad, 
Preston, 
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THE JHALOUS SISTER. 


—0t—— 
CHAPTER XXXHI. 

“Yxs, she lived, although it seemed im- 
posstvle for her to do 80, But I believe the 
yearning to ece you two kept her back from 
death—-tbat, and her love for her child, She 
wanted so muuch to give him to hor mother 
before she died. This way, please, ladies,”’ and 
the nurse led Mrs. Stuart and Hilda down the 
hospital ward to the narrow; white bed whore 
Phy ilis lay with her infant—~poor Payliie ! wasted 
and worn from the cruel fever, her greay black 
ayes gleaming unnaturally large in her pallid face, 
aud lighting with joy as she beheld her visitors. 

They knelt down and kissed her, forgetting 
and forgiving everything in their divine pity, and 
Phyliie burst iuto tears, 


“Ob, I have so longed for this! Bat I 


though» you were angry at my heartlessness and 
would net come, I did not deserve’ any kind- 
nea.” 

They sat cown by her side and’ explained 
everything, telling her of their-removal from 


Giasguw and the consequent delay of her letter 
in reaching them. 

“ We came as soon as we received’ thie letter, 
fearing to find you dead, but Intending’ to take 
your child home with us,” added Mrs, Stuart. 


“Heaven biess’ youl It was what I was 
wishing for—to lay the babe in your arms ond 
beg yor 8 a mother to it when poor, undutiful 
Puyliis lay iw the grave. Bub they tay I am 
golvg to geb we'lnow, and I can dévote my life 
tole!” exclaimed the sick woman, drawing back 


the covers and showing them the little dark Read 

of a-puny infant thad ley against her breast. 
The birth of this little child had awakened [a 

that hard, selfish nature a tenderness undreamed 


of before, and her eves grew soft with love as she 
added : 
'J have vobhing bo live for but this child: but 


I want to got well for ita dear sake,” 

** Yes, yes ; you must get well, and I will help 
you to care for the child, dear!” cried the 
grandmother, tenderly. ‘We will take you back 
to Cloverdale. Hilda is going to buy it back for 
us 88 soon as she can make enough money by her 
writings.” 

A pang of che old keen envy stirred in Phillis’ 
breast ‘ad she locked at her younger sister, ‘80 
besutiful and daitty in her soft grey travelling- 
gown. She sald, almost sullenly’: : 

*Pérhaps Hilda will not want me-to come 
back with the child for her to suppord.” 

“Yes, come, aud I will work for ws all,” the 
young girl repied, cheerfaily, in’ her happy con- 
fidencs in her fature «bility. 

And she thought to herself that now every- 
thing waschavged. Phyllis would be dependent 
on her now, and she would ehow her how nobly 
she could return good for evil, 

“You are very good to me,” Phyllis sald, with 

faint stirring of gratitude to the girl she had 
treated so unkindly, "1 shall be very glad to 
@o back'to the farm. In my long days of sick- 
nese my heart tuted back to it, and I began to 
love it more than I ever did before in my life, 


“'T wept when I thought that I could never | 


take my child there among the birds and 
flowers, I did not want. Huntley to sell it, but 
he threatened my life if I did not sign the deeds 
to everything. All hfs real estate he turned into 
money, tellicg me he could tuvest it here and 
make a great fortune. But the passion for 
gaming bad seized him in London, and he 
squandered everythivg indulging it. Soon after 
we came here he stole my jewels, them hoe told ma 
all his wealth way awept away, and that he hated 
me, and waa going to leave me, He went away, 
and I saw him no more. I had no money to pay 
roy board, and the people took my trunks of fine 
clothes for the debt, I fell ill aud they sant me 
to this charity hospital, where my babe was pre- 
maturely born, and I almost died of the fever 
that followed.” 

Poor Phyilis'! she had been severely punished 
for her past misdeeds, 

Her life: lay in rafis, and her only hope was 
in the young sister she had spurned and flouted 





in her own day of’ Gloomy, indeed, 
would have Ps ly Hilda’s heart 
had been as crnel asherdéwni 

But she-Knew the girl's noblé nature well 
enough to trust in her; though she said ‘to her- 
self, conningly ¢ : 

“T must never leb her know how I kept her 
from wiuning Paul Denver by the falsehoods I 
told him that day at the pienic and afterward, 
for if she found me out she would probably 
drive me away from Cloverdale to shift for 
myself and baby, and I never intend to work as 
long as she has found out such an easy way to 
raake-a living for ws all,” 

Hilda might have told her that brain work was 
nob quite so easy es ignorant people considered it 
if she had done her thinking aloud, but Phyllis 
waa too politic for that, She made up her mind 
that however she disliked her sister she must 
treat her civilly, now that she had to depend on! 
the toil of ber little white hands for support, 

She was eager to get away a*edon-asahe-could, 
for the little love she had felt- for Huntley 
Warner had ‘beea killed by his cruelty, and ehe 
hoped never to see him agatn. 

"T hope you can take me‘awsay soon, mamma ?” 
she pleaded, eagerly. 

“Just as soon as the doctor permits you to 
take the journey,”teplied Mrs. Stuart, soothing 
the dark, dishevelled tresses away from the pallid 
brow. ‘ 

“T feel well enough to start to-morrow. It 
has made me well just sesing you and Hilda 
again !”’ declared the invalid. ; 

Ard, Indéed, she did fmprove so fast; that in 
three more daya the physician consented for her 
to go. . 

“She had a strong constitution, and had 
rallied eurprisingly in the past week. The air of 
her conatry home will complete her recovery; and 
bs of great benefit to the child,’ he declared, 

So arrangements were made for their return 
home, aud none too soon, thought Hilda, whoee 
stock cf money threatened to run low again with 
the unexpected expenses of this journey. 

Phyliis could searcely breathe oe Moone sho 
was en route for home, she was 80 frightened lest 
Huntley Warner should appear and suatch from 
her the tiny treasure in her arms-—the puny, 
sleeping infant that had aroused the dormant 
tenderness in her uature, 

Mre, Stuart and Hilda, too, felt relieved, for 
they dreaded a rencontre with the man they both 
feared and despised. Indeed, the mother had 
already hioted to Phyllis the desirability of 
applying for a @ivorce when ‘the proper time 
arrived. 

So they wont back ‘to Hill Crest, and, of 
course, there was much wonder and goselp over 
the return of Phyllis, who had gone away in 
such’ triumph last fall, to come back in May a 
penniless, deserted wife with a wailing infant io 
her arms, 

Perhaps there was nob mach sympathy for her 
either, ior her selfish, heartless disposition and 
unkind treatment of Hilda’ were well known in 
the country neighbourhood, and it was the 
general opinion that she had got her just deserts, 
though they did spare a little pity for her wan 


' and wasted looks, 


«Io's Hilda’s turn now to ride the high horse, 
and I hope shé'll make Phyllis feel that the 
tables are turned,” ssid a candid neighbour. 

" Hilda will never do that. She’ is too noble 
and high-minded to stoop to the meanness of 
letting her sister feel her dependence. Tt’s niore 
likely that Phyllis will reeume her old ways of 
carrying“ everything before her,” returned 
Berths Manners, to whom the remark was made. 

In fact, Bertha was disgusted at the return of 
Phyllis to Cloverdale, 

“Asif Hilda had not enough to do already to 
care for her ailing roother,” ehe said, 

But no one aired their thoughts to Hilda, 
They knew too well her noble diepdéition. ‘She 
would have answered that she was ouly doing her 
duty. 

In fact, she went to work immediately after her 
return on the new novel she had begun beforeshe 
went away. It bid fair to be a more ambitious 
effort than the first, for success had given a more 
airy flight to her pen. 





Every morning che had « deliciousvepin of 
several miles on ber new bicycle, then’ of 
the day found her at her deck; . \ away 
with rosy cheeks and beaming eyes at her: new 
‘story, which the publisher impa' a 
for despite the adverse opinions of her 
little book, “ A Wayside Flower,” vated 


| the public by the force of ita aweetness.and purity, 


and bid fair to eurpass in po the tons of 
editions of Yisque book« that were belug dally ad- 
vertised into notoriety. oy 

Royalties began to come in from the sales. of 
the second edition, and the little purse was “fall 
again, Ob, how proud and happy Hilda was, 
and how fast her pen flew, now that she was 
4 ap of a cordial reception from the reading 
world. ve 

Phyllis and her child—little Eric as she called 
him—throve in the fine pure country air, the 
young mother’s cheeks grew round again, and Mrs, 
Stuart petted her grandchild with --genulne 
delight, for he was growing info a rosy beauty ; 
but none of them eaw thatunder Hilda's seeming 
centent there was a shade wf sadness and reatless- 
ness, It wae because the June days were hereagain, 
and ehe could not help remem { why 
should one remember what is wiser to forget? 

« Forget thee? "Tia bitter word, | ’ 
Pameinae eet il 
But with the silent dead.” ” 

Ib was o year now since her firat mee with 
Panl Denver by the brook-side, the 
bending willows, ; rast thie 

How it all came back to her, with its 
sweetness and its pain, though {t seemed so. 
ago! : eh) Cow 

So much had come and gone since that 
when Pau! had found her sobbing on Bruce's 
fora bicycle, that Hilda felt ages older, though 
it would be six months yet before she reached her 
eighteenth birthdey, She had ‘lived and loved,” 
and it had made her prematurely wise, and, alas 
prematurely sad, ; 

It was no wonder she could tell the tale of love 
80 well as to enchain.a Ustening world... She had 
éopied faithfully from mature, 


— 


CHAPTER XXXIV. 


Anp what of Paul Denver ¢” 

Was he idly dallying in the chains of another’s 
love whilé Hilda recalled in secret, silent sorrow 
the brief anniversary of their sweet love dream 
and fts too sudden ending ? is 

Alas! no; for to him, as to her, that memory 
was fraught with » poignant pain, and in dreams 
he lived over those brief hours when they had 
been all in all to each other. 

When Paul in presenting the rose to Hilda the 
night of their parting had seen it graciously ac- 
cepted and pianed on her bosom, his heart had 
leaped wildly with joy and hope, taking {t as a 
sign of her relenting. 

Bub for his ianate delicacy in preferring not to 
follow her to the poor abode she called home, and 
of which she might have felt girlishly ashamed, he 
would uot have itted her to leave Glasgow 
without pleading his suit again. 

But though wild with love and longivg, Paul 
tutored himself to’ patience, He understood 
Hilda's shynees well enough not to follow and 
annoy her with the love that might be unwelcome 
after all, He waited until the next week, when 
he was ab home and restraining bis longing . to 
fly down to the country, wrote her a love-letier 
in which poured out his full heart. » : 

As we are aware, {b was not the first time he 
had written Hilda aa ardent letter. 

The first time it had been addressed to Edin- 
burgh, where the false Puyishad told him Hilda 
was residing. : 

O! course, it had never reached its destination, 
Doubtless It was now reposing in thé Dead Letter 
Office, 

The second letter met with quite as untoward a 


fate. 

Pau! had, mstaphorically, wasted the 1 
oil in writing it,-and when the larpasaioned 
wae finished he could not -waituntil next day/to 
post it, He stopped on the way home from-his 


: as 











THE LONDON READRA, 








491 











~ club and dropped it into a letter-box or ‘iadaeie 
and went home to dream of a tender reply from 

his darling, and of fiyfog as fast as steam could 
carry him to her side. 

Bab ereniadconered a did not ee ho next 
day’s very closely, or he wou seen & 
pt ss stating that that oye box 
had been robbed of its comtents the previous 
night, 

Thus had fate stepped in agala to thwart the 
“ of two fond hearts. Ri 

ome graceless rogue was g merry over 

fo pasting letter w the yous man 

yudieel how his little would receive it, 

dnd if she would grant the dear boon he craved 

ms bande atonce, and put bim oud of his 

Tae alow 


eo themselves away, but the 
answer never 


In silent pain She secepted his fate, realizing 
that Hilda would never be his, . The acceptance 
of the rose had meant, nothing but careless 
courts for the eyes perates who. were looking 


"Oh, the ain of love when it ‘has realized ite 
utter hopeleseness |)» 

Toat ubter pain came to » ‘Pav frags, me he 
almost staggered under his: 


Yet he gave no sign by which even Mamahecent 
and dearest could perceive he ‘bad reored & 
mortal wound, 

He crushed down a mad again ruth 
into the country dra almost demand her 
anlage sek 

) Sica. 

If he took such @ dee i 
ecorn him more than ever, 

It was useless to “oak ber favour, 
never be ted, 

He could only love her in eeoret and toe 
himself to her service, 

He began to plan little schemes for making her 
‘lappy. 

One result of ‘these schemes was the bicycle 
which had delighted her so much. 

Other gifts followed — jewellery, bonbons, 
~—— books, all the things that women love most. 

blisher was always the modium, and he 
culate always as the dovor some admiring 
reader of “A Wayside Flower.” 

Surely it ‘was a most generous public. Hilda 
was a ee and delighted, but she ‘accepted all 
in good faith, 

She-did nob know she was more favoured than 


other authors. 

Daigty-tittle notes of thanks went to the ‘pub- 
Haher, and were duly forwarded to Paul, They 
were a treasure to his doting heart, thoughsome- 
times he laughed at himself for his fondness: | 

But he could no more have cured: it. than he 

could have torn his heart up by the roots, 
It aunoyed his mother greatly that he did not 
pay more decided attention to” hor beautiful 


= 


6q . 
I -have':set..my heart on. 
having her for a daughter,” she.exclaimed. ,, 

"Then I wish you had another son to marty 
her, for.she is nob the type of bengal admire,” 
he exclaimed, petulantly, 

“Do you not odake the Spanish type. of 
beauty 1” 

“Nos lem too dark myeelf to wed a, dusky 
beauty. :When 1 marry, I shall cheosea blonde.” 

"Have you ever met Diora Mackenzle} . She 
isfalr as alily, and as rich as Miriam.” 

“ T am not looking for riches {n- wife, mother, 
IT shall marry for love. alone,” he. said, huskily,. 
and she started and eyed him keenly. 

* Paul, you, are thinking of can. little sorlb- 
bler we metin Glasgow,” she cried in dismay. 

* Then I should be 09 od my time, for she. 
would. never thiuk. of maha retorted, almost 
curtly, flinging from the roo 

Mrs, Penfold was so eerie that she frankly 
olpblca ber teas te tie herah ter, 

‘Do you think it can be true, that he cares 
ts beautiful Hilda Stuart 1” she asked apx- 


. 


i wold he 





"T believe that you are right, mamma. I have: 
noticed some symptoms that way myself. But 





A whip should it grieve you if he wished to marry 
her? She fs lovely, charming, and talented.” 

* Bat miserably poor ; hg forgot that, Rose, 
and ehe has to support her sick mother by the 
work of ber pen.” 

“ Bat, mamma, what or her poverty matter, 
since my brother has 

“Oh, Rose, you do ary voit the worst. He 
is likely to lose part of his income at any time, 
80 it is almost imperative that he should marry 
money. 

" Tose hisincome? How" 

"Why, it is just this way, Rose. You know 
your papa left him that gold mine ia’ Montans 
that he bought but a few years before he died?’ 

tiny mamma, Bat has the gold supply given 
ou ve 

“Oh, no—the yfeld is very valuable—miore: so 
than when it was bought. But there 4s some 
illegality in the title, and Paul may lose Mths: 
loterest at any time.’ 

Rose began to listen eogerly, ‘and. her mother 
continued,— ne : 

“To was this way, dear. When the ‘lain for 
the mine was first staked out, it was thought to 
bevonly 9 little pocket or vein of gold. ‘When {b 
was exhausted and showed no further {ndica- 
tions of geld, the owner sold ii to two young 
men fromthe East, who worked it a then 
gave up in t, and one man returned home, 
remarking to other, that be might lét bim 
know if it ever a ‘find,’ ovherwise’ 
would not return. 
accident 


y-Wwho'had been enriched by other 

ipg, sold the mine to your father, 1 
believedihis partner was dead, as he iad heard 

on a rumour, and that 

had any, might turn up with 

the mine, but he supposed dnp deals 

by the payment of a moderate sum. 

“No heirs, however, have been heard of yet, 
bub the gold is being found in such paying 
quantities now, and the fame of the mine grow- 
ing so fast, that ft is only a question of time 
when the part owner will put in his claim,and 
thus deprive Paul of half. his income.” 

* But you said the owner was dead, mamma.” 

“True; but he may have left hefrs, though 
unm at the time when he left the West.’ 
And, you know, Paul fs so Quixotic that he has 
actually been trylng to find out about. this miah 

Stoard—whether he left nuy one to claim. his 
part of the mine or not. He told me only ~~ 
terday he has some dittle clae, and is worki 
it, snd hopes soon to find out the real truth, 

“It is very noble of my brother |” cried the 
romantic 

“It is very foolish,” returned the practical 
mother... ‘"You see now,” she added, “ why it 
is quite necessary Paul should tharry money. ” 

"*T beg your pardon, I'do not see it at all!” 
exclaimed wilful Rose.‘ Even if he loses half’ 
his income from the gold mive, he will still be 
very rich, And, to tell you the truth, I do not 
fancy Miriam Burton:tor's sister-in-law: She Is 
ill-tem and selfish, -I have found that out 
by her treatment of her maid; and I do not be- 
lieve that she would make her. hiisband happy.” 

“I hope you have not been telling Paul such 
stuff)” ead the lady, impatiently, 

“Oh, no; but I should be tempted to dd xo, 


for his own od; if Teaw him losing his heart 
toher, Aud Tt do hops you. won’t urge ‘her to 
stay lo’ ~yrb tent there’s ‘no ol in it, 
ae! hever 6 to her, and he told me 


ee Se he was,going away soon to visit a chum 


ae Penfold was bitterly gp ory, and }. 


quite angry with Rose when she add 

“*T wish Mice Stuart had a fortune, "for then 
you could see that she is the most charming girl 
we have ever met, I have fallen in love with 
her, and I only Wish Paul would give ber to me 
as a sister.” 





CHAPTER XXXYV. 
Pavu.Denver did indeed go away the next 


cha at his defection, she showed no sign of it 
in the pleasant, conventional tone in which she 
bid him farewell, saying she hoped to meet him 
at Newport later in the summer, 

There were other men in the world beside this 
obtuse Paal Denver, who were not blind to her 
varied charms, and when she went home, two 
weeks later, she was followed by a very eligible 
adorer—a naval officer—who wes deeply emitten 
with her flashing black eyes aud regal bearing. 

It was the last of June, now, and Mrs, Pen- 
fold decided that she would g» to Brighton for 
Sib season if Rose would only consent to the 


Pat Rose had vowed to spend July dewn fa 

the, eées with her neglected cousine, 

ou wonld only come with me, mamma,” 
she equmhated ; but the Jady hastily declined. 
“The country was too dull,” she. aaid;" and she 
would father stay fu towmy with her husband 
‘until Rose saw fit to return and accompany her to 
the sea.” 

Sothe-young lady 2eh cif fn great glee for 
‘Hill Crest, where ahe received hearty welcome 
fv0m. the Forbes family in general and Bertha 
Manners iv. particular. 

‘Bertha had gone to housekeeping fa: the eld 
homestead that her husband had icherited from 
his parents, and it was co large androomy that 
the young pair delighted in filliog is up with 


company. 
he Bilas Stuart was & frequent visktor, having at 


last consented to forgive Bertha for her little 
innocent deception in getting her into Poul Den- 


. je home on false pretences, 


‘Tt was Paul's own eggestion, and we really 
meant nothing but kindness in providing you 
with a sheltor when’ Phil bad so heartlessly 
turned you outd-cf-doors, I consider that you 
really acted uvgratefully ia leaving when you 
found out that Paul happened to Mrs, l’enfold’s 
son,” Bertha eaid, frankly. 

“You do not understand that I dislike him ro 
very, very much I could not endure to receive 
the least favour from him!” oried Hilda, her 
blue eyes flashing with the memory of her cruel 
wrongs. 

“lt I do not understand, why don’t you ex- 
plain to me, then }” Bertha « sried, tartly. ‘Sines 
my wedding-night I hear nothing from you but 
that you dislike Paul. Yetslam sure this om 
the day of the bicycle picnic you were madly ia 
-love with eachother, Didn't he tell ne how he 
admired you, and dida’t he telegraph te. town 
for that tandem wheel you rode: together that 
day? Everybody thought it, was sure to be a 
match, and were so glad of your good luck. Why 
did you turn against each other .so suddeniy, 
tell me that, dear f”’ 

Then Hilda, turning from red to white, and 
back ‘again. in dire confusion, pleaded, for the 
pake of their friendahip, that Paul should. never 
be mentioned between them agalu. 

“T will never tell you anything. Why need 
you torture me with useless questions?” rhe 
cried, resentfully. 

$5 Bortha held her peace, and they were friends 
sgain aa of yore. . Hilda, brough all her joys aud 
successes to, Bertha for..eynapathy, avd they 
laughed. together over her’ new train of lovers ; 
but. her one sécret—her hidden sorrow—abe 
buried. in: her heart so, deep that only the mid- 
nigh etars ever heard its stifled cry of yearning 


3 . 

. Paul had utterly ignored-her, had gone away 
and never even written her,a line in commenda- 
tion of her novel. Perhaps be bad laughed at 
her vanity in sending him » copy...She regretted 
now that she had been so weak. 

The new book was in the publicher’s hands now, 
and he had made her an offer for ib so much 
more generous than the other that.she was sur- 
prised and delighted, 

"You have wou. success, aud. J can affurd to 
risk a fair price now. With the firat book it was 
Gifferent.. I really did not expect it bo win, and 
the result wasa surprise to me, though s most 
agreeable ove. Perhaps, as I said, beg" father’s 
fame helped you, but you have taken firm nae 
of the public, and your, future as a literary 





day, sayiog that'he had’ business that might 
keep him away 2 month. If Miss Burton felt any 


is assured, I congratulate you, Mies Scoot” 
he said, cordially. 
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"YOUR FUTURE AS A LITERARY STAR IS ASSURED, I CONGRATULATE YOU, MISS STUART,” THE PUBLISHER SAID, CORDIALLY, 


He was elated with her success, and secretly, 
very much amused at a joke on himeelf,—such a 
joke than he could not keep it to himself any 
longer. He Indiscreetly confided it toa particular 
friend one day under promise of the strictest 


secrecy. 

“ Every body is reading the book,” he said, ‘and 
it’s on the top wave of popularity, yet that stupid 
reader of mine declared it would nob sell. So I 
declined it, and I think she tried every publisher 
in Great Britain with the same result, 

“ Well, one day a friend of hers came secretly 
to me, saying: ‘It will break the poor child’s 
heart not to get the book published. I am rich, 
and would like to gratify her wish. Write to her 
that you have reconsidered the matter, and will 
buy the book and pay all the advertising ex- 
penses, and a fair royalty. I'll back you, and 
every penny shall come out of my pocket,’ 

‘*You are sure to lose heavily,” Isaid, in my 
stupidity. 

‘** All right; I can afford {it to give her 
pleaaure,’ he said; adding: ‘But mind, no one 
is ever to know of this secret of ours, I don't 
mind telling you I love the girl, and she won't 
socept me, soshe must never know, for I should 
uever be forgiven, and I want to be her friend, 
though denied the dearer right of lover,” 

“ Wasn’t he magnanimous, though, and roman- 
tic? No, I won’t tell you his name; but the 
joke is on me, and I must have someone to share 
it with me. I can’t tell my wife—she would tell 
ali the other women—but a man can keep a 
ascret, So this is the end; I took him at his 
word, bought the manuscript ab a low rate, and 
brought ib out in the next two weeks. Presto! 
it took the novel-reading women by storm, 
proved the ardent lover a good judge of a novel, 
and myself and all the other publishers who had 
refused it, assez. It went into a second edition 
ina month, and has paid so well that in the 
generosity of my heart I have refunded to the 
man the original two hundred he advanced on 
the transaction, together with my thanke and a 
liberal  fler to become a reader for my house,” 





** Did he accept |” 

“Of course not, He's a millfonaire, with 
nothing to do but enjoy himself. ButI can tell 
you he was proud and glad of the success of the 
girl he loved, and I can fancy his smile of joy 
when he gets my letter that I paid her two thou- 
sand pounds down for her manuscript yesterday, 
and that I am going-to make a pile out of it my- 
self, as well as giving her ten per cent. oo 

‘The authoress ought to know what a good 
friend be has shown himself, in spite of her 
rejection, She might learn to love him yet,” 
said the friend, 

Perhaps he will tell her himself some day. I 
really think he ought to do so; but it’s his own 
secret, 80 we must respect it,” said the elated 
publisher, 

But he forgot in his gush of confidence tha 
his friend was a newspaper correspondent, and 
that such men are no respecters of secrets, Ho 
might just as well have told It to his wife and 
let the women keep it going. 

The correspondent brooded over the delicious 
bit of romance until it seemed a shame to defraud 
the dear public of such a dainty meal. The 
newsman’s instinct conquered, and the charming 
story of the joke on the publisher went into a 
spicy syndicate letter, the writer compromising 
with his guilty conscience by scrupulously keep- 
my) all the names of the parties concerned. 

at “he who runs may read,” 

The publisher was ed when he saw the 
result of his misplaced confidence, and heaped 
the traitor with reproaches, Moreover, he was 
careful nob to send Hilda a copy of that letter 
with the budget of press notices. 

So it escaped her for awhile, for ehe was busy 
just now trying to get back Cloverdale, “ 

“T have promised to buy the place back for 
mamma, and I have the money now to pay for 
it. Will you try to arrange with the owner to 
let usbave Cloverdale back }” she cried, radiantly 
to the solicitor, 

The lawyer was only too happy to undertake 
the transaction for his charming young friend, 





T will write to my client,” he said, 
The result was that In two weeks the matter. 


was arranged. Mr, Pomeroy was to part. 
with the property for the sum he had for it 
—two thousand pounds. Hilda gave her cheque. 


to the lawyer when the deed came saying,— 

“You will have to fill out the man’s name, 
I have heard nothing but Pomeroy.” r 

The lawyet’s eyes twinkled humorously, as: 
he handed her the pen, saying coolly,— 

“The full name is Paul Pomeroy Denver.” 

Hilda recoiled with a cry of surprise, and went. 
pale to the lips. 

“‘Not—-not—Bertha’s cousin?” she faltered,. 
inquiringly. 

“The same. You see, he knew your mother 
would be hurt at losing the old place, so he just- 
had me to buy it in for the family, sa he knew 
they would redeem it some time, e young 
chap, that Denver, Miss Hilda, and with oceans 
of money, Advise you to seb your cap for him,’” 

Hilda could not utter s word for some 
moments, Burning tears stole down her cheeks 
They blurred the name thab she traced s0- 
tremulously on the cheque—the name of the 
man who had taken such tender care for her in 
this one instance, that for the sake of the 
joy he had brought her mother she could 
almost forgive him her own wrongs. 

“Sir, you will tell him how I thank him 
for his kindness,’ she said, almost inaudibly, as 
she took the deed and left the «flice. 

At home shé placed it in her mother’s Jap, 
and their tears of joy were mingled together ab 
the recovery of the dear old home: It belonged 
to her mother now by her own generous deed 
of gift. Phyllis could never turn them out-of 
doo: : 


ra ie * 

But Phyllis could still wound with her secret 
malice, for presently she sald, placing a news~ 
paper in Hilda’s lap,— 

“Read that fnteresting news-letter my dear 


girl.” 
(Zo be continued.) 


















THE TRIALS OF HERMIONE. 


—1:— 
OHAPTER XXIII. 


Tacs turned out a great deal better for 
Andrew Duncan than he deserved. 

When Mr. Norton and Lord Carlyon discussed 
the case, the lawyer had reluctantly to confess 
they had no A pe on which to prosecute 
Duncan, He , Of course, instigated the 
attempted fraud, but every actual step had been 
taken by the poor lady he had made his wife. 

might have prosecuted her, but the real 
sinner would have got off scot free. 

“T should take no action,” advised Mr, Norton. 
“Poor Mra, Lester is quite sufficiently punished 
by being tied to a man like that for the rest of 
her life. No money was obtained from you, and 
the attempted personation, base as ib. was, has 
told you the one thing you most wished to know 
-~namely, who is Mr. Home's heiress.” 

Of course Duncan learned the failure of his 
scheme, he also learned the dire rain Hermione 
Carlyon had made of her Jife ; and in te 
revenge he told Clifford of his wife’s claims to 
fortune, certain that, with such an incentive, the 
ne'er-do-well would never rest till he had her 
again in his power. 

When Andrew Duncan reviewed his position 
he did not regret his conduct ; hé had suffered 
nothing for the ain he had attempted, and as to 
his marriage, Blanche Leater was « pleasant, 
domesticated woman, with the remains of great 
beauty, and that gift for making a home com- 
fortable- which is the true heritage of English 


matrons, 

If Liska had lived with him, Danean reflected, 
he must have had a housekeeper of some kind, 
A wife came. cheaper, and was more agreeable. 
Mr. Home’s legacy, and his own savings (not 
quite honestly made), would bring him in over 
two hundred a-year. It would be hardif he could 
nob aay to his income by a little Ught employ- 
men . 





“ HERMIONE, MY DARLING, CAN YOU FORGET THE PAST AND GIVE YOURSELF TO ME?” SAID LORD CARLYON. 


As a faed, he secured the agencies of one or two 
ood Colonial houses ; took a cosy little villa at 
_ Nedtan provided his wife with two maids, and 
sent Liska to an excellent school. It was strange 
that he flourished In spite of his evil crafty ways, 
but flourish he certainly did. As for Blanche, 
she began to believe the scene at Brighton had 
been s dream, and to adopt her husband’s view 
that Lord Carlyon had blackened his reputation 
for some private object, 

‘I was Mr, Home’s companion, secretary, and 
friend,” he said several times ; ‘I may have paid 
him delicate little attentions on board the 
Arethusa when he was dying, but I was never 
his servant, except in the sense that he pald my 


And Mrs, Duncan actually believed him, Hers 
was not a strong character ; she needed somone 
to cling to and lean upon. Andrew Duncan quite 
fulfilled her requirements ; and if he ruled her in 
all things, till the poor little woman had no will 
of her own, ib was an affectionate tyranny which 
she never resented. 

Mra, Carlyon bore the shock of the news that 
Hermione and her companion were one and the 
same far better than her son expected. 

“Tb fs one anxiety instead of two,” she said, 
simply. ‘ Hermione’s fate has always lain heavy 


-on my mind; Miss Brown’s would have done so, 


— Now I have only one lonely girl to be anxious 
about,” 

*T should like to wring Clifford’s neck !” said 
Denir, viciously, 

And yet he lost no time in writing to Clifford 
and inviting him to call in Garden-court, Here 
the proposal was put in very plain terms, Lord 
Carlyon would settle three hundred a-year on 
= for life if he would give up all claim on his 
wife. 

His answer we know already. He meant to 
find Hermione and share her fortune, 

Mre, Carlyon had left Harley-gardens, and was 
staying with her son at a bijou residence in 
Kensington, which Denis had taken furnished for 
efx mouths ; he never said so in words, bub his 





mother knew perfectly the real reason for this stay. 
in London was that he was seeking his cousin, and 
thought it desirable to be on the spot. 

Mrs, Carlyon did a little seeking on her own 
account, One dsy she went to the hostel ab 
Chelsea and told Miss Stanley just a little of 
Hermione’s story, 

“If only we could find her we should know 
how to protect her from her husband. I want 
you to promise me this one thing; if ever she 
ehould come here, will you let me know 3” 

And Miss Stanley promised readily, adding, 
with the tears in her eyes,— 

“ T always felt that poor girl had some heavy 
trouble, The night > came here there was a 
dazed look in her eyes as though her thoughts 
were very far away, and she did nob really eee 
anything around her. She never uttered a 
single complaint, she was gentle and courteous to 
everyone here, but through it all I seemed to 
feel that there was something terribly wrong 
with her. I know people say that broken hearts 
are never met with now, but her case seemed to 
me just that,” 

I did so hope she would come back to you,” 
said Mrs. Carlyon, wistfully. “ Miss Stanley, 
you know far more about—about poor gentle- 
women than I do; will you tell me what you 
think Hermione would do!” 

Miss Stanley hesitated. 

“She would not come here because she would 
think this was the first place where you would 
seek her, There are very few openings for a 
woman that do not demand references, It will 
hurt your feelings, Mrs. Carlycn, but I should 
think she would find iv easiest to get into a 
8 ” 


Mrs. Carlyon started. i 

* But surely a shop would nob take an assis- 
tant without reference ?” 

“ Miss Brown had a small stock of money, not 
much, but enough to keep her for a year; she 
told me that herself, Now, there are many 
shops, highly respectable ones, too, which will 
take anyone without a reference if they deposit 
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from twenty to fifty pounds as a guarantee of 
their honesty. If they have never been in busi- 
ness before, references could only epeak to their 
honesty, and so I suppose the money guarantee 
would be as eatisfactory.” 

Mrs, Carlyon sighed. 

“You see,” went on Miss Stanley, “ Miss 
Brown was a very stylish-looking-gir), and a per- 
fect figure. Now, in the show-room of a high- 
class draper, they can sffurd to pay for that, and: 
nowhere could she be more hiddeh from her hus- 
band.” 


Mrs. Carlyon did nob tell Denis of her visity} infl 


and she was still lesd inclined to tell him af 


time after time he'd better give over, for a wife 
who hates him wouldn’t be much comfort; and 


he'd far be thi of earning an honest 
living. you'll 6 mej) ma'am, he’s not 
done a stroke of work since hfs} -day, I'd 


not complain of giving him a bed and the run of 
his teeth ""—(Mrs. Carlyon concluded this meant 
his board)—*but when it comes to finding him 


pockét- ing a soverelgn | thinkin 
Be pot pe A tome it hah hard on 
me and % His 


I suppose you have rome 


“ It a 


another expedition which she made nob. long | an fdle, good-looking fellow, who was too fond, 
afterwarda, cH the drink, That was my husband, and t 
She was a woman who believed intensely im j| be Jim.” 


her own sex, She had not seen James Clifford, 
bab she waa ready to endorse all Denis eaid 
egsinet him, only she heard that he had a 
mother, a mother like hereelf, a widow, and it 
seemed to Mrs. Carlyon if only she could have a 
talk with this person,ehe might get to know 
something of Clifford's plans, and perhaps—who 
knows, make things easier for poor wilful Her- 
mione, 

It was with a beating heart that she turned 
into Hssex-street, a broiling Joly afternoon. It 
looked auch a common place, unpretentious street 
to have been the scene of a heart tragedy. 

A bill in the front window of No, 70 an 
nounced that lodgings were to be let. Whata 
dingy, dreary-looking house {tb was, No wonder 
that Hermione, fresh from the stately grandeur 
of Carlyon, had shuddered at the sight of her 
husband’s homa, 

Mes, Clifford opened the door: herself, Things 
had gone very badly with ber lately, and her 
black dress was several degrees shinier than it 
had been the previous November. 

“Can I eee Mre. Clifford!” asked Mrs, 
Carlyoo, who never realized that this shabby 
drudge could be the mistress of the house. 

“It’s myself, ma’am,” said Mrs, Olifford, 
wiping her hot faca furtively on her apron. 
* Did you come about the rooms !” 

“IT wanted to speak to you for a few minutes 
on private business; I will not keep you long.” 

“Té it’s about the milliner’s bill, ma’am, it's 
naught to do with me, My daughter’s over 
twenty-one, and though her home’s with me, I 
can’t no way provide the finery the wants or 
be answerable for it either.” 

‘It is nothivg to do with money,” caid Mrs, 
Carlyon, gently, “' and I will not keep.you long. 

She was shown into the front parlour. Mra, 
Clifford looked decidedly flushed, 

‘*T am Mrs. Carlyon,” eaid the visitor, frankly, 
‘* My son and Mr, Oiifford. are at variance on a 
certain point, and I thought possibly if you and 
I had a little conversation, we might be able to 
put things right.” 

Mra. Clifford shook her head motrnfully ; in- 
deed, her whole demeanour was dejected, and 
though her answer sounded rude, her visitor 
knew perfectly that it was nop meant to be 20, 
but was merely the complaint of a mach tried 
woman. 

“Vm afraid it’s no use, ma'am, My James 
has a fine spirit of his own, and» won't be 
trampled on, [ff I says the truth, I think his 
knowivg the Carlyons has just ruined him, 
Being three months in the country set him up 
above his station, and since then his mind’s been 
so running on his wife’s grand relations, that 
he has not settled to avything.” 

“Tam very much interested in Hermione, I 
euppose you saw her, Mra, Ciiffurd 1” ; 

“I just caught a sight of her. She turned up 
her nose at the lot of us, ma'am, and ran away 
before she’d bean an howr fn the house.” 

“ And you have never secon her since |” 

* Never once,” 

“She was with me nearly five months,” sald 
Mrs. Carlyon, quietly, “ and I learned to love her 
dearly. She left wy house (during my absence) 
because your son recognised her, and she feared 
he would claim her, We have never been able to 
find her since.” 

“Nor hasn't Jim,” said his mother, waxing 
confidential ; ‘‘and the time and shoe-leather he’s 
wasted, you wouldn’t belfeve. I’ve told- him 





Have you heard. of his offer to Mr, 
‘The landlady shook her head, 

“ Jim said Lord Carlyon turned him 

OB, ‘was rather strange as asked 
hitn 40 callout I never heard abdut any 


of his: 


° 


ib ai. Vee 8 

“Myson will settle three hundred a-year on 
Me. d for the rest of his life, if he will sigu 
a ope ny not to molest his wife or try 
to je her return to him. Mr. Clifford refused 
ppm I want you to try and make him 
acce a 

‘jpoor woman looked at the rich one 


‘Do you. mean just what you say, ma'am! 
Three hundred a-year just for leaving that proud, 
stuck-up ¢hit alone }” 

“I do, The money can be paid monthly or 
weekly. There are no conditions whatever, ex- 
cep> that Mr. Clifford does not molest his wife. 
It is nearly six poands a-week, Mrs. Ciifford, and 
a nice little income,” 

"T’'d be thankful for the half of it,” sald the 
poor landlady, earnestly. “ Times are that hard 
ma'am, to say nothing of the getting older ; and 
some of the lodgers objecting to Jim’s coming in 
at all hours of the night, often not too sober. 
My eldest girl earns her own living, and m 
ome i help a bit; but it’s ab 


a am sure it must be,” sald Mrs. Carlyon, 
kindly. ‘Now, listen to me, It must surel 
be to your inte and to the interest of 
brothers and sisters for Mr. Clifford to it my 
son's proposal. Try and inflaence him to do so; 
and the day the deed fs signed, I will give you a 
present of # hundred pounds, It may make 
ga a little easier for hes = will show that 
I Gre Aoe cary ‘ou to me for nothing.’ 

Mrs. Olifford mb for some time after the lady 
had left her. She was thinking more 
than she had ever°done befors. With the ex- 
ception of Jane her children had the hardest fight 
to {maintain themeelves. It was cruel on the 
others as well as on her that Jim should sponge 
on them, She was weak &s water where her 
eldest son was concerned, he had but to affect 
low spirits and threaten sulcide to wheedle her 
last shilling from her, Thanks to keeping him 
in idleness and supplying him with money, she 
was in arrears with her paymente, and the trades- 
"mp were beginning to get chary of trusting 


or. 

If Jim had alx pounds a-week of his own, and 
she received a bonus of a hundred pounds, the 
family would be almost in affluence. 

Mcs, Clifford convened a family 
supper of Jane and her two younger sons, (Alice 
was thought too flighty to be trusted.) And 
Mrs. Carlyon’s visit was discussed. 

** Jim will drink himeelf silly with the money,” 
aald Jane, bluntly. “ But can’t go on as 
they are now. You had better tell him that you 
hace enter Pakage in be'lbe punt 

ks . 
and cr Lord Carl ve offer,” 


Mre. Clifford sig’ 

“T's the best plan, mother,” said Bill, 
roughly but not unkindly, “just let him feel he 
has to depend upon himaelf; and he'll not be 
quite so burptious,” 


But this decision was never con to James 
| Clifford, ‘He did not come home 


night or 


with your son, Mrs. Clifford }” ak 





Ate OD | 


meeting after | pass 









her. 2 
“T tell you it’s touch and go with him,” he 
said to Bill. “J don’t think a nureé would really 
give him a better chance of life, vay attending 
to him while he |s in this state is shee: labour, 
and it’s no} fair that you who 
whee see to et cela Bal, yer rie 
m pretty t 4 my 
On pa ee 
us. I reckon we’ tl hf iy 
when Jim {a once on Rika — he'll have to 
ve 


3 
your dey’ 


shift for kimeelf. I won't mother quite 
ruined by him.” y 
It was a terrible illness, and the 


resenting ‘‘euch at gp (ares eel par 
able house” (as they putit mped ina A 
Poor Mre, Clifford waa af her wits’ end, There 
was no money coming in except the boys’ scanty 
earnings aud Jane's salary, The 

expenses went on just the same, focreased by 
the cost of things needed by the invalid, 

“T’ve not a shilling in the house,” said Mrs, 
Clifford one day In despair. ‘Bill, do you think 
Lord Carlyon would be willing to pay us a little 
of the money he offered Jim. - I don’t want to do 
anything underhand. One of us might goto him 
and say that Jim had been in bed three weeks, 
and might never get up again. We'd ali pro- 
mise. to get him. to agree to leave. his wife 
alone when he recovered if Lord Carlyon would 
help us now.” 

SI" kaye aban to do with Lord Carly 

"Til have arlyon ; 
we don’t know whab passed between him and 
Jim, but I'd not mind to see his m 5 
I t sight of her she came here, I 
thought she looked nice.” atc 

Be was a blant, rough fellow without any of 


.| the veneer of gentility which so deceived 


Shown into Mrs. Carlyon’s pretty morning- 


telling the lady the exact state of things in 
Essex-strect. Mf" ; Fay 

“Dr, arses bn Tad omer ry "med abe 
but he told me cou a 
life. If he gets over this bout and takes to 
drink again he’s certala to have another and that 
must. finish things. I hate asking for money, 
ma’ Jaa thing I've never done, but mother 
got it fa 


s 
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til 
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while he’s with us. If he ever recovers suifi- 
to go away on his own account ft would 
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bands and could stop the 
from 
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have no real power over Jim, When he gets 
strong agvin he mey start the search for his wife 
afreah.”” : 

J will risk that,” she hesitated, ‘To tell yo 
the truth ; we have heard of 2 aenns 
girl who was found drowned in Paris, the 
description applied: to Hermione, and son haa 
gone over to see if he can identify the body,” 

Bill shook his head. 

‘He won't, Mrs. Carlyon, I don’t like to be 
too but I am almost certain my brother’s 
wife isin London,” : 

“ Hove you seen her t” 

“T should not recognize her if I. did, But when 
Jim's delirium was at the worst, he was always 
talking of her, and:we gathered that he had seen 
her quite in London in. @ carriage 
with a little «but that though he hired a cab 
and them, he could not come up with 


the + 

“ And was q ” . 

‘In the Park, about ® month ago. He's gone 
over it time after. time, There were two horses 


and « eoachman’ and footman,..I don’t know 
much about grand folks,” added Bill; ‘‘ bat it 
locke as though she’d gone out as a governese,’' 
Mra, Oarlyon wrote the cheque, and when Bill 
departed she went over his story anxiously in her 
own mind. She had never shared Donie's fear 
that Hermione would commit suicide. It had 
if the.girl could bear the dis- 
band’s real character, she could 
Denls bad lett for Paris with ingled foeli 
A m 
he told his mother, x 2 
should always feel that Clifford 
urdered her, but then at least they would 
resp aod safe from sin, and 
sorrow, pain, and fear, How could they wish 
out her. young life chained to such 
a man as James Ciiffford | 
“ Surely if he recovers hé will repent,” thought 
Mrs. Carlyon, “and accept three hundred a-year 
to leave his wife in peace, and yet he was actually 
on her track when this illness struck him down ! 
Strange that he should bave seen her when all 
our efforts have never a clue!” 


CHAPTER XXIV, 


Tur dead girl in Paris was no¢ Hermione, and 
Denis wired the news to‘his mother, adding that 
he should not be home for two or three days, as 
he had met some friends in the gay French 
capital, and meant to stay with them till they 
returned to England, 

Tae friends were Winifred Jones and her hus- 
band. Comiag on them suddenly in the Bois 
de Boulogne, Deniz found ther. they were not 
having ab all a good tine, ‘Winnie's French waa 
of the feeblest sehool-girl kind, and her husband 
spoke no language but his own, “Then it was the 
wrong time of year for Paris, and fm’ short they 
felt disposed to think the whole trip a failare, 

“Let me be viceron for the reat of your stay,” 
said Denis, pleasantly. “I always enjoy Paris 
most when it’s practically empty, and I think I 
shall convert you to my views, Where's the 
little girl 1” 

“Ao. Folkestone. with her governess, We 
cettled them there before we left,” said Winnie, 

“To tell. yousthe truth,” said Mr. Jones, “ we 
came abroad st # moment's notice, Our dear 
clster Sylvia offered.to come and. spend a. month 
with us at Folkestone, We wired. back we were 
just leaving ; gave up our rooms ab the hotel ; 
settled Nvl! end.her governess im quarters close 
to the sea, aud came off before we could get an 
indignant remonstrance.” 

"Nell isn’b-old enough to be. worried with a 
governess, eurcly }” said Denis, 

“She is nearly seven, Perhaps her governess 
is more like a Jady-nurse; she is quite young 4 
and very pretty,” eaid Mr. Jones, 

"She fs beautiful,” corrected his wife, ‘and 
Nell is devoted to her. Woe all like her, except 
my, sister, who Is bard to please.” 
Denia, ue 
‘Yea; father shut up Tempest Court. and 


Eoglish | gone further 


if the dead girl proved to be | 


Is your sister Mra, Empzon still?” asked | 


fook the others to: Germany, so Sylvia has had 
to make a home for herself. She lives at Ful- 

haw, because ip ia the nearest place where she 

can geta cheap houses. 1 wish she would have 
gon out where the children could have 
a a ” 


“YT don’t,” sald ber husband, frankly, “If 
Sylvia had lived-in « more distant suburb, she 
would have quartered herself vn us whenever she 
came to London.” 

“I am afraid we seem very inhospitable,” 
sald Winnie, ‘Lord Osrlyon, when are you 
going to settle down as a country gentleman? I 
met your mother the other day, and she did not 
hold out much hopes of it.” 

* And my alster-in-law has taken to sperk of 
her eldest boy as ‘the little heir,’” said Denis, 
laughing. ‘But as Iam only thirty-four, that 
seems a little premature.” 

“Very,” agreed Mre. Jones, 

They spent a for tia’ Paris, and then 
erossedto Folkestone, where Winnie pressed Lord 
Carlyon to be thelr guest for'a day or two, and 
renew his acquaintance with Nell, 

“She and Miss Brown will be at the hotel to 
mést us,” said Mr, Jonex. “I wonder what you 
will'think of our pretty governess?” 

* Did you say her name was Brown ?” 

‘* ¥ea,” the stockbroker stared ; “ but it’s not 
an unedmmon name,” 

“And when did she come to you ?” 

‘In June.» Surely, Lord Carlyon, you can- 
P wadinag 5 to identify anyone by such a name as 


“ My mother had acompanion who called herself 
Miss Brown,” said Denis, gravely. ‘ Last May in 
our absence she left Brighton, frightened away 
by the pursuit cf a man who was, unfortunately, 
her husband, I interviewed the scoundrel, and 
disedvered the girl we had known ‘as Mary 
Brown was my kinswoman, Hermione Car- 
lyon, Since then my mother and I have sought 
her far and near; we would both do our utmost 
to protect her from her husband, and I hold on 
trust for her a considerable sam of money.” 

Mr. Jones shook his head. 

“What do you think, Winnie? Is our Miss 
Brown the missing heiress #” 

“I don’t know. I always feel thero is a secret 
in her life, and that itis a sad one; but Lord 
Carlyon will meet her to-morrow, and then the 
question will be settled,” 

“ Will you just-tell me thie,” pleaded Denis, 
“ How did you hear of her #” 

“She was recommended to me by a Miss Ward, 
& professional nurse, who I: shall always think 
saved Nell’s life,” 

“ A middle-aged woman, with a quiet, soothing 
voice, and a dark blue uniform {”’ 

“Yes ; do you know her 1” 

‘*She nursed me in the winter. I remember 
now, she took a great fancy to Hermione—I 
mean to Miss Brown.” . 

““Whata good thing we shali be in Eagland 

to-morrow, so that “ps suspense will be short, 
But, Lord Carlyon, I: can’t hope for you to be 
successful ; {f our Miss Brown is your cousin, 
what shall Nell and I do without her +” 
- “Ido not think she would wish to leave you 
df you were willing to keep her ; indeed, the only 
result of me recognising her would be that mother 
and I should not heve tothink of beras a lonely 
wanderer any more.” 

When Wiunle’ and her liusband were alone, 
the latter whispered, significantly, — 

* Aud so*that’s the reason Lord Carlyén fore- 
swears matrimony.’ 

“ What do you mean?” dsked his wife, quickly. 

“T's a tremendous pity, for Carlyon’s a real 

sort; bes can't you see what he’s done? He 

ell in love with his mother’s companion before 

‘he dreamed she ‘was “his “own cousin and a 
married ‘wali 


woman,” 
‘© Oh p'-sand “Winnie ldoked very troubled. 
" Will, [+Ivdo hope you are mistaken,” 


_..-» OHAPTER XXV. AND LAST. 


Mrs. Jowes had a wonderful amount of tact, 
Kuowing that the m beween Lord Carlyon 





and her governess might bea very embarrassing 


one, she took care that it should take place with- 
out witnesses. 

Leaving her husband.and Denis to walk to the 
hotel, she drove off ina fly, so that she had acen 
and greeted Miss Brown and caressed her little 
girl before they arrived. 

“My dear,” she-said, very kiadly to Hermione, 
* an old friend of ours is coming to be our guest 
for'a day or two—Lord Carlyon.. He tells me he 
thioks he knows you. He has reason to believe 
that. you were his mother's companion for some 
time,” 


Hermione turned deadly pale. 
‘Tp fa quite >,” she said, simply. “ Mrs. 
Carlyon was very iod to me, and I lefb her 


suddenly without wotice, I know it seemed un- 
mem but E could nob help ft. Miss Ward 

new all about it, and she said it would not be 
decefving you to come here.” 

*§ Do notthink I am blaming you,” said Winnie, 
kindly ; “I would not for the world pain you, but 
Lord Carlyon’ seems to have’ been very anxious 
about your fate, If you do not mind meeting him 
I think ib will bea great comfort to him to have 
seen you, and bo de able to tell his mother that 
you are well.” 

"Twill seo him,”’ said Hermione, slowly, won- 
dering if James Clifford had betrayed her secret, 
and if Denis Carlyon knew she was his cousin, 

"T will send Lord Carlyon to you here,” said 
Winnfe, and then she left Miss Brown in the 
pretty sitting-room allotted to her and her 
pupil, and went dowastairs with Nell clinging to 
her hand. 

Lord Carlyon had written to his. mother, giving 
her the address of the hotel, and had half ex- 
pected to find a letter from. her awaiting bim ; 
instead, a telegram was placed fn his hand, He 
opened it eagerly, fearing bad news, but the fact: 
ip stated brought the hot blood rushing to his 
face, Surely he was not base enough to rejoice 
at a fellow-creature’s death—and yet how couid 
he be sorry that Hermione was free from the 
fetters forged so rashly lass November ? 

James Clifflrd died this morning.” | That 
was all, No explanation, no comment, Denis 
thruat the telegram into his pocket and looked 
up to see Mra, Jones watching him with a grave 


4C0, 

“TI hope you have no bad news? Your mother 
is pot M11?” 

‘She is quite well. I have had a surprise, 
birt not one to cause me grief.” 

‘J have'spoken to Mias Brown, I think you 
will find she fs your cousin,” 

She took him to the door of the room, but did 
not-enter. He went in alone. In the bow-window 
looking out upon the silvery sea atood the girl he 
had known a: Mary Brown. The August sun- 
shine made a halo round her head—she looked 
lovelier than he had ever seen her, 

And she was free. She kuew it not, but a 
merciful providence had broken her bonds, 

Hermione !” 

She looked up with a startled alr, 

“Then you know?” 

*T koow that you are my kingwoman, and I 
wish with all my heart that you had trusted me 
with your secre) when® you were in Harley- 
gardens,” 

“You would have despised mo.” 

"T could never have done that,” 

“ And,/besides, don’t you know? Hasn't Mr. 
Norton told you all the unkiad things I used to 
say about you? How could I come to you after 
that and ask you to save me from the effects of 
my own folly?” 

‘*T-can only be thankful that Fate guided you 
to Mrs, Jones,” he said, gravely. “I have known 
her since she was a child, and I am sure she 
would try-and make you happy.” 

“She has been—oh, so kind, and Nell is a 
darling.” 

‘And Iam going to ask you to leave Nell,” 
he went on. ' My mother has miesed you sorely. 
My sister Kate hasdecided to remain in America, 
and mother says she feels a very lonely old 
woman, Don't you think you could bring your- 
self to go back to her, ‘hot ’as her com » 
* Miss Brown,’ but a3 her kinswoman, Hermione.” 

She shook her head, 





“3% would not be safe. You forget my 
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me. 
“ Only a little while ago I should have felt the 
same, but I have just heard that you need never 
fear him again. You are as utterly free ae 
though had never worn a wedding-ring, and 
been —thovg in name only—James Clifford’s 


“You mean you have made him consent to a 
legal separation |” . 

a that he has gone Po pages where 
there is neither marrying nor giving in marriage. 
Hermione, your husband is dead |” 

“Dead!” there was untold relief in her tone. 
Then she exclaimed in an anguished voice : * Am 
I very wicked that I can’t be sorry? I swore to 
love him till my life’s end, and yet the only 
feeling I can be conscious of is relief.” 

“ You are not wicked; no, nor heartless,” said 
Lord Carlyon, quietly. ‘‘ You have been tried 
almpst beyond your strength, that is all.” 

“ And if you had not found me I should never 
have known that I was free. I should still have 
felt in one continual dread lest he should find 
me vw 


“You need never feel that dread again. And 
now, Hermione, I have two other things to tell 
you—you must hear one of them now, the other 
shall wait. Did you ever hear anything about 
your mother’s family }” 

“She was an orphan and brought up in a 
charitable asylum. I believe she had a brother 
abroad. My father said once the only near 
relation I bad was of no use because he was at 
the Antipodes.” 

** Well, you have heard me speak of my fellow- 
traveller, Mr. Home, and the search he entrusted 
to me?” 

“Yes. I have often wondered if you had 
found your ward,” 

“I have found her now. Hermione, your 
mother was the little sister whom ithe dying man 
remembered so fondly, and you are his heiress 
and my ward, You have fifty thousand pounds 
of your own, or rather you will have just as soon 
as It can be made over to you ; so don’t you see, 
you can’t go on masquerading as Mrs, Jones's 
pursery governess,” 

When Mrs. Jones heard the story she was the 
first person to see this, While her husband and 
Denis eat up smoking, she and Hermione had a 
long chat in the lavter’s room, and she spoke 
very gently and tenderly to the girl- widow. 

“My dear child, I am very fond of you, and I 
would gladly keep you here ; my little girl loves 
you, and Will and I feel more at home with you 
than we ever did before with a stranger; but 
the heiress of fifty thousand pounds can’t poeai- 
bly be a governess, and I do not think it would 
be right to Lord Carlyon for you to go on hiding 
yourself in obscurity ; you owe it to him and his 
mother (both of whom I know have been blamed 
as the remote cause of your rash marriage) to 
take your rightful place, Mrs. Carlyon will 
gladly receive you as a guest, and your right 
place is with her until——” 

“Until I die? That sounds hard on her.” 

“IT was going to say until you marry again, 
But, perhaps, as your first experience was so un- 
fortunate, you will not be ina hurry to end your 
widowhood.” 

In the end it was settled that Hermione should 
remain with Mrs. Jones until she returned to 
Bayswater, and that then ‘something must be 
done.” 

It was Mr. Norton who came to see Her- 
mione very soon after she reached London, and 
told her the pecuniary part of her effsirs was 
settled, and she had now an income of over two 
thousand a year. 

“Your guardian, Lord Oarlyon, has gone to 
Australia,” he said, calmly; “it seems there were 
zome points about Mr. Home's property which 
required settling. His mother is alone in London. 
She wants you to go and stay with her. She fs 
living in a furnished house with strange servaute 
who never knew you as Miss Brown. You can 
take your place there as the Honourable Mrs. 
Clifford from the first.” 

Hermione looked at her plain black dres:, the 
mourning she still wore for her father. 

“T could not pub on weeds,” she said, slowly, 


husband, He will never rest until he has found 





“or wear a widow's dress, it would be » 


“I know. There will be no need to tell the 
world at large how long your husband has been 
dead, When shall I tell Mrs. Carlyon to expect 
you? Ihave spoken to Mrs. Jones, and she is 


to release at once,” 
*T will go to Carlyon next Monday. Mr. 
— ou do something for me?” 


"You that Mr. Clifford had a mother 
who was poor, Now I have all this money I should 
like to settle an income on her, Oan it be done, 
once for all, or must I send it year by year?” 

“I can purchase an annuity for her,” said Mr. 
Norton. “Iam not quite certain whether you 
are allowed to dip into your principal ; but, if 
nob, you can repay the amount by instalments. 
Three hundred a-year will make life vary easy for 
Mrs, Clifford.” 

But Hermione’s wish was never carried oat— 
it had been forestalled. Before he left England, 
Lord Carlyon had instructed his bankers to pay 
Mrs, Clifford the sum of seventy-five pounds 
every quarter, and Mr, Norton felt more money 
was not 

Mrs, Carlyon recelved Hermione very tenderly, 
and the two grew very dear to each other that 
autumn. Then when the days grew short and cold, 
David Nairn, who was passing through London, 
was so struck with young Mrs. Clifford’s delicate 
fragile ap ce, thah he warned his mother- 
in-law she must not risk a winter in England. 

S80 they went abroad to the bright scenes 
where Hermione’s childhood had been spent, and 
only returned to England when the June roses 
were blooraing, and Lord Carlyon was daily ex- 
pected home, 

“We will go to Carlyon to receive him, unless 
it will be too painful for you, Hermione,” said 
his mother, 

** T shall like to see the dear old place again,” 
answered Hermioue, 

In her heart she had been a little hurt at 
Denis leaving England without seeing her again. 
In that interview at Folkestone, had ex- 
presely sald there were two things he wanted to 
tell her, Well, the second had been left untold, 
and she often wondered what It could possibly 
have been. 

She was to know soon, The very day after 
Lord Carlyon’s return, they were walking In the 
beautiful rose-garden, and he told her,— 

“T loved you long ago, in the days when I 
thought you were my mother’s companion, Mary 
Brown. Hermione, my darling, can you forget 
the past and give yourself to me?” 

It fa the general opinion of Westshire that 
Lord Carlyon’s marriage is a great success, and 
that if his beautiful wife was unfortunate in her 
first partner, she is very happy in her second. 

Hermione and Denis are lovers still, Mrs. 
Carlyon is radianb in the happiness of her 
favourite son, and Janet Nairn rejoices that the 
advent of two bonny bairns tu'the long deserted 
nursery at Carlyon forced her sister-in-law, 
Eliza, to leave off calling her son " the little 
heir.” 

And so, after storms, came peace, and a quiet 
deep happiness followed the Triats or Hegr- 
MIONR. 

[THE END.]} 








Tus apirit of gambling dominates all classes in 
Ruasia. Recent cfficial statistics show that more 
than 2,000,000 roubles (about £330,900) are each 
year spent on playing cards in Russia in Europe. 
The monopoly of the manufacture of playing cards 
belongs to the Tsaritza Maria charitable institu- 
tionr, aud an income of 1,780,000 roubles 
(£259,000) a year is produced, the coat of manufac- 
ture being only 300,000 roubles (£50,000). In view 
of these figures it is not surprising to find that 
social life in Russia is concentrated round the card 
table, especially In the provinces, and thab litera- 
ture and art are relegated to second place. 





“THE HUMAN HAIR: Its Restoration and Preser- 
vation.” A Practical Treatises on Baldness, Greynees, 
Baperfiuons Hair, &o. 40 Post-free aix stamps, 
from Dr. HORN, Hair Spontalist, Bournemouth. 


THE SECRET OF THE MINE. 


CHAPTER I. 
For Heaven's sake, do not look out of the 
window |” 


The warning had come too late, As the north- 


bound express rushed into the station of 
Westboro, a handsome young 

sat beside a haughty elderly who was 
doing his best to keep him in conversation and 
chain his attention, turned suddenly and glanced 
casually through the open window. 


“My dear uncle, your advice was nob in time, 
he answered. ‘I looked, and I sa 
terrible riot among the miners, as your warnin 
ht have led me to infer, but, instead, a 
gir), so lovely that for an inatant she almost took 


breath, “she has succeeded in getting them under 
perfect contro! now, What the deuce do you 
mean by attempting to pull me back from the 
window ?"” he added, with much annoyance in 
his voice; adding, enthusiastically, ‘ Great 
Heaven ! I had no idea that there were any girls 
like that in such a place, I—I wonder who 
she is, Just look and see how the rough miners 
are bowing to her right and left, and taking off 
their hate to her as though she were a princess 
royal. Our time fs our own, uncle; we are 
on a — trip—why - stop here + oe 
few days} , if you are agreeable 
to the Shs Se oat move out in another 
minute.” 

The elder man drew back quickly, answer- 
ing,— 

“No, no, Harold, of all places in the world, 
I should not care to stop here, The—the— 
town has very unpleasant recollections for me. 
I—I—would not have passed through fb if ip 
could have been avoided. I—I did not wish you 
to ever see that young girl.” 

“You make me curiour,” said Harold Travers, 
settling himself back in his seat very reluctantly 
as the train moved out, and the jolly, merry 
sprite, the object/of his eager scrutiny, was lost 
to his gsze. *' Do you know the girl?” 

The great eagerness in his volce betrayed itself. 

The elder man made some evasive reply, aud 
tried his best to change the subject, but his com- 
panion would not be put off in that way. 

“Uncle,” he said, flushing a little, “for the 
first time in my life I have seen a face that has 
startled my whole being into new life. I have 
felt the force of an attraction that will give me 
no peace until I have met that girl, If there is 
such @ thing as love at first sight, uncle, then 
surely I am desperately in love. I mean to make 
it a point to stop here on our return trip, and 
make her acquaintance if it be within human 
power.” 

“Are you in earnest, Harold!” asked his 
uncle, falteringly. 

“ Indeed I am,” declared the young man, de- 
terminedly ; adding, ‘‘ You must admit that it 
is the law of nature, uncle. A man sees a face 
that attracts him; there is something about it 
that draws him insensibly towards the owner of 
it, ike a magnet to the pole, and he never rests 
until he meets and makes. her his bride,” 

‘* Hush, Harold, hush!’ exclaimed the elder 
man, excitedly. ‘I cannot bear it, Youth is 
impulsive. You fancy yourself in love at first 
sight with that girl, and.must make her ac- 
quaintance ; but f tel you, ‘Harold, ft shall nod 
be! I could not see you plunge blindfold into » 
sea of fire without doing my utmost to hold you 
back, I could not see you stretch out your 

hands to grasp a deadly two-edged sword that I 
knew would surely destroy you, without warning 
you, To see either of these things happen to 





you would not be nearly so dangerous as to have 
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ask you whether or not you 

courage to love her, Pauline 

only daughter of Wilfrid S 

silver king, who came up on 

and with whom I held so 
d 


you 


dangerously tin 
fought for ber sake. 
deadly foes, atri 
favour. Two men 


each case lasted until the grey 
eastern sky. The result was. 
was given permission to woo 
beauty—now that he knew 
neither of the lovers dared 
ltt the ground, the other 

t oO 
the roudtin I have to 
silence,” 

For an bour or more 
rapidly, but in a low, 
‘bs heard only by the 
‘When he had concluded, 


‘‘Now, Harold,” he 
that you know all, woul 
vy eg 
wealthy she is? 

ON tr 
groan, as he buried his 


Qe 


Denis Connor, as we called him at college! Was 
ic not a great unkindness to send him out where 
he would come in contact with the silver king’s 
beautifal ,, Young daughter without anyone to 


waro——— 
“FR 


Connor fs the son of hum 
humble, He earned 


himself that took him college. It was 
an act of charity to put a position ofany kind in 
the young man’s way. Itis not to be supposed 
for an instant that » in his position would 


aspire to the hand of the silver king’s daughter— 
the young lady in the 


in fact, | never 
ar hs any way.” 

“ Hels proud e to aspire 
said the sdomy teonghate , 


cut him to the heart when the 


against 
of a man worth many millions. She has suitors 
by the score, attracted by her wealth and brilliant 
beauty, She is so vivacious and winning, ay, 
fascina that duels have 


; “no—not for all the wealth of 


ft, uncle, 
Stanford, the eilver 


arold,” interrupted the elder gentleman, 
sharply, “the case is quite different. Denis 

parents—ay, very 
shilling of the money 


i 


” he sald, 


to any height,” 
“It almost 


discovered that his father was a blacksmith in 
country village, and commenced to taunt him 
with {t,” 

“T aball never forget how he called all the 
college men ther, and what a ringing speech 
he made to asking them if they wished 
him to leave the college or not on account of It, 
There wasn’t a dry eye among us when he had 
fiinished, and from that hour every fellow In 
Cambridge was a firm friend of handsome Denis 
Connor, Now that I recall ft, he wrote back to 
some of the fellow: that his employer was one 
of the wealthiest and kindllest men in the West, 
that hishome was a veritable paradise, but he did 
not mention that his employer had a daughter— 
the sly fellow,” 

Meanwhile, the young fellow who had been the 
| object. of their conversation, after rapturously 


kissing the elegant old tleman who had 
alighted from the train, depositing him on 
the cushioned seat beside her, soleil top thee 


ts A and wheeled the mettlesome horses 
ry 

"You should not have driven those horses, 
Pauline,” remarked the old silver king, looking 
fondly at the bright, beautiful, restless young 


girl ; ' are too 
“ That’s why I adore them, » pepe, declared the 
girl. “If they hadn’t lots spirit and go in 


them, they wouldn’t be worth trying to curb and 
conquer. Why, there isn’t a horse that I 
couldn’t manage, a oe ee ee 
The old silver king teonhed but the laugh 
o ver , but 
ended in a sigh, 
on at home?” he 


everything going 
"The two weeks that I have been away 

Seagal ah, that everything 

‘You might know goes on like 
clock-work at the house under Mrs. Peters (the 
housekeeper) regime, and your business affairs 
seem bo be well attended to, Mr. Denis Connor, 
your private secretary, is in the library day and 

>, and seems unusually busy.” 

old silver king leaned back in his carriage, 


CHAPTER II. 


THE tramping of the horses’ hoofs upon the 
ve caused Mr. Stanford's young 


ee a ae ee 
from vehicle to the verandah, and 


secretary’ 

before him ; but 
t. His whole soul was con- 
centrated in the earnest, wistful med bent upon 


the girl’s t, ha 
“How toshel the G he sighed. ‘‘ Like 
some wonderful tropical bird, as sweet of song 


and as bright of plumage. Heaven help me! 
The worst thing that could have happened me 


He never was to forget the slightest incident 
connected with It. He had come from his 
home with but one thought 
through his brain as the train whirled on over 
hill and plain, leaving mile after mile behind it, 
and that was, from the money he earned, he 
would send home every shilling over his ex- 
to his dear old mother and his sister Ella. 
great help to his father. He 
to work so hard to make both 





at college 








When he reached the station and was driven 
up to Castle Royal, as Mr, Stanford's place was 
called, and ushered into the marble entrance hall, 
he fairly held his breath, In all his life he had 
never beheld such magnificence, The mosaic 
floors, and walls, and domed ceiling, the wonder- 
ful pictures and costly statues, fortunes fn them- 
selves, and rich hangings that were marvels In 
art. He saw superb suites of rooms and liveried 
servants. He saw cence and luxury such 
as he had never dreamed existed, even among the 
very wealthy. 

Mr. Stanford him courteously. Mrs, 
Peters, the h , who was a distant mem- 
ber of the family, and a lady of considerable 
importance in the household, held out her hand 
to him in welcome, 

‘* You are to have very nice cool, airy rooms in 
the eastern wing, Mr, Connor,” she said. “There 
is only one drawback to it—you will be awakened 
very early in the morning by Mr. Stanford’s 
daughter auline romping on the lawn with her 


From thie remark he somehow gathered that 
Mr, Stanford’s daughter was a little child. 

*There’s only Mr. Stanford, Paulino and my- 
self in this large house, besides the servants,” 
went on the housekeeper, volubly ; “ but for all 
that we are never lonely, for there's always 8 
houseful of company. It so happens just at pre- 
sent, however, that we are alone for a few 


days,” 

Denis Connor was delighted with the suite of 
rooms to which he was shown. He sighed as he 
looked about him thinking how unendurable his 
own plain room at home would be after occupy- 

apartments like these, 

“We dine exactly at seven, Mr. Connor, I 
hope you will be punctual and come down quite 
as soon as the second bell rings. Mr. Stanford fs 
particular in having each member of the house- 
hold obey this rule.” 

Mr. Stanford and Mrs, Peters were already 
seated at the table when he entered the spacious 


-Toom. 

He had scarcely seated himeelf in the place 
assigned to him, and exchanged a few words with 
them, when he heard the quick tread of dainty 
slippered feet in the corridor without. 

here was a whiff of the odour of roses, a 
rustle of skirts, and the next instani there 
acrose Denis Connor’s gaze the most 
glorious vision he had ever beheld. 

A tall, slim young girl in a pink-flowered muil 
dress, with a face that was simply bewildering fo 
ita rare ripe loveliness, the brow and chin were 
olive tinted, and the cheeks and Iips were like 
scarlet roses, 
pair of eyes that looked at him from be- 
their fringed lashes were dark and bright 
as stars. 

The little laughing mouth disclosed a row of 
the whitest and most pearly of teeth. 

Her hair was jetty black, curling in beautiful 

her forehead 


E 


zt 


3 
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“to love ri over flog in 7 a charm- 
v ueti way, en two long heavy 
braids at the back, tied with crimson ribbon, 


Denis Connor heard the old silver king say: 
" My daughter Pauline, Mr. Connor.” He never 
remembered how he acknowledged the introduc- 
tion, he only knew that this bright, beautiful 

creature, so like a tropical bird, smiled at 

took a seat opposite him, then in the next 

moment forgot the presence of her father’s new 

secretary altogether, while he—ah, the mischief 

was done! life would never again be the same to 
handsome Denis Connor. 

During the next fortnight he became settled 
in his new home, soon falling into the require- 
ments ie ior kn and his zeal and energy 
pleased ver greatly. 

He never had a who was so much for 
his interest, he ht. He relieved his mind 
of every care possible, and Denis was so modest 
and unassuming, he commanded respect. 

He never thought of his daughter in connec- 
tion with the handsome young secretary, that it 
to him to be brought into contact 





from him, ite his every effort to control it. 
| Before cok Connor had been beneath the 
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roof of Castle Royal a month he could conceal | a little ugly since the sccident whieh happened} “Ob, papa! ” erled thegir!, in mortal terror, 
the truth no longer from himself, just before you went away. occasions | “have you forgotten me? I—Ishould die or go 

He loved Pauline Stanford with all the} they threatened to quit work until those re- |'mad if anything happened to you !” 
passionate strength of his heart, and the force poke were made, that their lives were | Father and daughter clasped each other and 
of the terrible passion waa so strong, he was en- momentary danger, I suppose received | wept aloud. 
tirely unable to cope with ib, I gent you, sir, oor ru you to} ‘The din of voices grew louder and more up- 


The past that lay behind seemed to be almost 
forgotten. He did not dare to trust himself to 
think of the future. 

The present was so full of dazzling joy to him, 
he did not stop to count the coat. He kasw only 

me thing, and it was that he worshipped the 
old silver king's daughter. 

It was as foolish as though he had attempted 
to woo the moon and the starr. She was quite 
as far out-of his reach and as far above him, 

He dared hardiy admit to himself how madly 
he idolized her, but his heart. and the atrength of 
his manhood had gone from him, . Day by — 
he became mors engrossed in his love,. He d 
not pause to consider what the end of it all 
would be, and that he was drifting slowly to his 
doom. Once the thought came to him of how 
alarmed his father and his old mother and Ella 
would be if they knew what had happened to 
him--that he dared to love the. beautiful heiress 
—he, her father’s humble. private secrevary. 

How he managed to pas yt she was under 
the same roof with him was a puzzle to him, 
he heard her laugh or her voice in the corridor, in 
an adjoining room, or in the grounds, his pen 
would fall from his fingers and his face flush, and 
the blood course wildly through his veins, 

‘When Castle Royal wae filled with guests, and 
there were gentlemen among them—gentlemen 
who dared openly admire ms | aspire to the hand 
of Pauline, it seemed to him that he could 
scarcely endure it. To see the young men linger 
by her side, talk with her, drive with her, almost 
drove him distracted. 

Life was one endless torture to the handsome 
young private secretary, whose bearb had run 
away with bis better judgment. Pauline was 
kind to the young secretary after. her own im- 
perilous fashion, jast as she was to every. one con- 
nected with the house, but he .was to her but a 
part and parcel of her father’s library, as.the 
books and the desks, the maps and charta were, 
Farther then this the beautiful, imperious young 
helress never gave him. a thought, 

On the afternoon io question, when Pauline 
had started out with the mettlesome horses to 
meed her father at the station, a great terror had 
seized him, for he knew the animals to be unsafe 
for her to handle. He neryed himself to exposta- 
late with her, bud Pauline only laughed, 

“Do not distress yourself about) me, Mr, 
Connor,” she answered, “I have driven a four- 
in-hand when the horses were equally as mettle- 
some as these,” 

She had sprung into the carriage, grasped the 
ribbons, and was out of sight before he could 
frame a reply. 

He paced the floor in a fever of anxiety, couat- 
ing the moments until it was. time for her to 
return. 

When the sound of carriage wheels and pranc- 
ing hoofs azsured him she was returning, he 
uttered a sigh of unutterable relief. 

He watched for her as she crossed the wide 
veranda and entered the house; then he bowed 
his head in his hands and gave himself up to 
thoughts of Pauline. : 

He mus} have sat there an hour. or more, 
Slowly the sun sunk behind the long range. of 
western mountains, and the dusk, which 60 
quickly sets in, soon settled over the mining 
village, the valley, and Castle Royal. 

The young secretary was aroused from his 
reyerle by the entrance of Mr, Stanford, the 
silver king. 

‘What! all in the dark?” he exclaimed, as he 
saw the young man sitting, with bowed head, in 
the semi-light of the bow- window. 

Devls Connor started. . What would Mr. 
Standford think, he wondered, if he knaw of 
whom he had been day-dreaming. 

** How (s everything going on ab the mines?” 


asked the silver king, throwing himself down in a 

cosy arm-chair opposite the secretary. 
"The work, sir, seems to be 

@avourably as. you could wish ; bub 


If} of fire.over the broad lawn that skirted 








to the matter immediately? The workmen} Another instant 


1 
should have been here yesterday, but they have 
net yet put in an appearance; and, in conse- 
q was almest a riot among the men, 
which I have had some difficulty in quelling.” 

‘Wilfrid Stanford, the silver king, 
his feet, trembling with excitement, 

" Great heavens !. Denis, I received your 
gram, and I meant to attend to the 
without delay ; but.I—TI met a party. of 
and, great Heaven ! I forgot all about telegraph 
Ing to Bute in reference to the matter,” 

The words were scarcely uttered ere the sound 
pin oi aye « Bhar: aggre 
With one accord the silver king and his secretary 

ng to the window, neither daring to utter 
the b that flashed through his mind. 

The sight that met their gaze caused both 
faces to blanch white to the A column of 
advancing torches, inthe of a maddened; 
riotous mob, dashed with the fury of s tornado 


s 


i 


E 


Nearer and nearer came the mob, like a 
sea—so near that their cries fell loudly upon the 
ears of the almost paralyzed men who 

Looking down upon the surging mass, Wilfred 
Stanford, the great silver king, realised that 
his millions would not eave him if he’ fell 
the hands of the infuriated mob that each instant 
was pressing closer, calling for his blood, 


= 


OHAPTER III, ” 


THE uproar aroused. all the servants. Not one 
of them. dared Aen and ° face the: .enr 
multitude. The library door opened, and with a 


cry the young secretary never forgot, Pauline | | 


sprang to her father’s side, and threw her, white 
ear ary? 1” wailed the girl, “is it 

“Ob, papa, paps 
true what. butler says, that the mob are cry- 
ing,—‘ They, have just had. another accident 
down at the mine,’ and are co; to wreak 
their vengeance on you, and burn: Castle Royal 
to the ground {” 

The old silver king pressed his daughter tightly 
in hia arms 

“ Ah, Heaven | I fear it is but too true, child!” 
he cried, hoarsely, great beads of 
rolling like rain down his pallid face as he spoke, 
‘'The fault is mine, I—I forgot to send a 
telegram yesterday to have the mine repafred, 
and this is the outcome of it,” 

Nearer and nearer came the wild, howling 
multitude, clearing the fence with a bound, and 
dashing up the lawn with hoarse cries as they 
waved their flaming torches about with maddened 


fary, , 

The old silver. king saw and heard. He knew 
but too well the nature of the men whose dis- 
torted features wese so clearly revealed by the 
red glare of the torches which rendered ever 
object clearly visible, and he trembled like a 
What where his handful of servanta when pitted 
against a mob of brawny, determined men? And 
he grew fairly paralyzed with terror when he saw 
that the foremost among them carried along rope 
with a noose at one ae hw! it. A i 

They passed directly before the great oak-tree 
on the lawn, but a few rods from. the window 
where he stood like one paralyzed, and threw one 
end of it over one,of its aturdy Hmba. 

“ Heaven help: me, it is all over- with, me, 
Pauline,” he cried ; then turning to his. private 
secretary, he oried, hoarsely: “Give me a 
revolver, quickly. If you haven’t one, get! one 
from some of the servants ; some one must have 
a revolver, 
torture me, Jor the love of Heaven |.geb me 
revolver, Connor, and let me end it all ato 
end by my own hand |” 


j 
FE 





They must not take me alive to—to | they could recover themselves, the young secretary 


roarious outside, ending in deafening i 
} Seating oaken door ob ay, 
@ thunderous crash, 


i ihige: Be saad wt ! cried the gir|~ 

pa me ” 

vithpus dia es tee day dawns I will kill myeeif. 

Iewear it!” - 
Those words sroused Denis Connor as nothing 


nena noon Sepe tear- dimmed eyes; and 
the of gra that broke from lips, 
him on to te the hazardous plan 
ike a @ young secretary P| 
from the library, dashed down the-marble corrf- 
dor, and met the mob on the threshold of the 
broad door which had battered in. 


“ Bring out Wilfrid Stanford, the owner of 
mine, give’him into our hands 
mob, 


afresh. : 

‘¢ Gentlemen,” cried the young secretary, 
must hear what I have tossy to you. The fault 
of to-night’s disseter lies ab my door, not Mr. 
Stenford’s. He left the matter in m 
during his absence, In the great rush of business 
I unfortunately made a mistake in setting down 
the date when the men were to begin repairing 
the shaft.. I put it down for next Monday morn- 
ing instead of ordering it to be begun'last Monday. 
Hark, my men; am not yet through. A fow 
words more, and then I shall deliver myself into 
your hands, to face whatever fate you may de- 
cide upon; If I could give my heart's’ blood to 
ee eee f bag tere! pd yobs of 
the mine, I would gladly do it. I am y down 
inte the mine to bring up his bt 
Where he was brave enoagh to go, be 
brave enough to follow, though it be into the 
jawe of desth |” 

His words, the power and the eloquence with 
which they were uttered, atirred the crowd as ® 
atrong wind stirs the mighty waves’ of-the ocean. 
Denis Connor sprung into their midstjand: 
closed in around him. 

The matter had taken such « sudden turn that 
for a moment they were nonplussed, and before 


i 


Fy 


was striding toward the mine, and, as jf 


: 





by his superior will, the crowd surged 





a o-oo 











walk and down the 





Down the long. 
wide, winding, a¢ oad “that led to the 
village below, with firm, 


epringy step, 0 the mouth of the mind was 
reached, Here he paused and faced the mob, He 
beard the loud voices of the excited miners on sll. 
sides of him, but paid no heed to what they were 


on 
hy, a TP he cried, raising his voice above 
the din, ‘1am down to bring the body of 
your dead covarade up to you, if I am spared to 
‘o down and return without his fate. If 
fchare hia fate, your wil} be. ; 
if Iam spared to 


«2 arid place on 
the greensward at your feet, I give myself after 
that into your hands, to deal .me as you shall 
decide. tever ib may. be, I will make no 


murmur against a 

Meu who had shou toa but s moment before to 
kill him on the spot crowded nearer to him, forced 
to admire his afd courage. “Surely a man 


who could face death calmly like. this was no 
coward, no Even the wife of the miner 
lying dead at the bottom of the pit, who had been 
crying out for vengeance, came: siowly forward, 
saying huskily,-— : 

“T belleve this young man’s word—that the 
failure fa abtending boaepats the shaft was not 
wilful negligence. Y believe, somehow, what he 
saye-—-that ohe matber.was.left.to him, andit.was 
a case of fatal forgetfulness on his part, whieh he 
would giva his life to undo, I am the one bereaved 
by the accident, aad Tsay it fs useless to allow 
another life to be sscrificed when it cannot help 
what has bsen dome.” ‘ 

A murmur ran: through the greab throng of 
mivers gathered. around the, yawning mouth of 
the pit, and their stern, determined faces and 
flashing eyes, onder the red glare of hundreds of 
torches, would have made any other heart than 
that.of Denis Connor quake with fear, 

He wae thinking of Pauline, . He was standing 
there, facing that maddened throng, saying to 
himself that. if he died she would surely know, 
her father would tell her, that {b was. for: his 
sake his young secretary had died, that he 
had given up his life for him, and when they 
asked each other why he had made «so terrible 
® sacrifice, surely some voice in thelr hearts 
would tell them the truth-—-that it was for the 
daughter’s sake—becorte of his love for her, It 
was sweet to die for her sake. 

He breathed’ prayer for the poor old father 

108@ Support and he had meant to be in 
che old man’s dee years, of the white-haired, 
patient.old mother whoss heart was wrapped up 
- her only son—her noble boy, aa she, called 

im, 

And Ella—poor Httle Ella, whom he should 
have tried to live to protect—Hila, the fragile, 
delicate young girl who would be alone ix the 
great, cold,-eruel world when the old folks passed 
awsy—-Hs dared not follow that thought lest_ his 
courage should forsake him. 

Without a.fervent . good-bye to, the .memory 
of the dear ones in the bumble Tittle home so far 
away—the loved ones who were perhaps thivking 
of him at that:terrible: moment, or speaking of 
ig voiees—Deonis Connor turned 
resolutely away and faced the fate he had marked 
out for himself, to prove beyond words bis devo- 
tion to the idol. te,whom he dared not breathe 
the love that-consumedbimy © <---> = 

On the brink. of, the biack, yawning ptt he 
paused, nob from terror—he had hurled oct all 
fear from his heart—but to grasp with firm hand 


the swinging rope ofsthe cage in which he was to |. 


descend to the black, yawning below, 
One slip of the from ee diere which 
held it im place, and {b would mean Instant 
with ‘he eptdity ote Mghtsioe feds sorting 

ty of a thing striking 
bee mo on elther side im its descent, 


aud (ff broke— ) Ah,. before he could 
breathe , utter a. soul. would be |. 
buried lake “cecal Be hela BA nother 


victim to the fatalmumber, of disasters which 

laid ab.the haughty eflver &ivg’s door lexeglect- 
m8 to keep the mine fu perfect repair, 

atop, 
He heard a, great commotion over the wild 


Score of hoarse voloes called out to him. to | 





If he had but heeded 


them and turned head, he would have seen 
Paulive Stanford down the mountain path, 
and would have hi her yoice crying out to 


Ee ae ease ee ee of 
Saven, 

The tumult around him drowned her voice. 
He the rope with. an iron grip, swung 
chectlag Garongh Soaeaites tanh toe, onside 
8 ag te 
darkness towards ths tottom, of the mine. 


———< > 


CHAPTER Iv. 


Tae excitement was so great around the 
— Ph the great dark, a evening pit oom 
w © young secretary ppeared, an 
around which the miners were p ta that 
the voice of Pauline Stanford could nob be heard 
over the din. 

They were nob aware of her presence until sho 
dashed breathlesely among them. 

“Stop him! stop Mr, Connor,” she panted, 
“Do not let him go down Into the mine-——” 


“Tt is too late,” answered a dozen or, more 
Fang simultaneously. ‘‘He bas already gone 
wo 


anced Ay we ab ala Ri ate the shaft!” 
moan e wring 2 " 

“That an not ‘necessarily follow,” answered 
,one of the men,, “Fate may-spare him. If he 
lived to reach the bottom he was to let us know 
by the twitching of the rope; that would be a 
signal for us to draw him up.” 

“ Avd no such sigual has been received by the 
men?” 

**No,” they reluctantly admitted, 

“Then let search be made for him at once!” 
cried the silver ‘king's daughter. “A thousand 
pounds to the man who will go down and try to 
save him if he is lying there wounded |” : 

" All the money In the world would not tempt 
a man here to undertake euch o hazardous 
thing,’ declared a score or more of the miners, 
“Nota man of ue will ever venture down the 
treacherous mine again until after it has been 
thoroughly repaired. Enough lives have been 
lost ; let thia one end ft.” 

7 command some one to go down aud, see |” 
cried: Paaline, with a bitter cry, ss she looked 
ag among the dark, frowning faces’ about 

is 

Wo one answered as the girl looked In anguish 
from one face to another, anda terrible silence 
fell over them that seemed to her the length of 
etervity. Five awful minutes passed, ten, 
another five, thea ashout of joy wend up from 
the throats of a score of miners who. were press- 
ing around the pit in intenre euspense, 

“There is a twite of the rope!” they 
cried, simultaneovaly. ™ Ho ia not dead——” 

Then they stopped short and looked at each 
other, not daring to finish the sentence that was 
uppermost in each heart—that perhaps he lay 
mortally wounded at the bobtgm of the shaft. 

The next Instant there was a more vigorous 
tug at the rope, and the troubled countenances 
of the men cleared, 

“ That is the s for.us to draw hi up,” 
said one of the ers, turning to Pauline, the 
‘silver king’s daughter, who had made her way 
hurriedly to the spot where the. men stood. 

A score or more of willing hands bent qui-kly 
‘to the task, Theg. sould hese the heayy iron 
cage hitb from side to side with a thud that 
threatened to demolish ft with every revolution 
of the large wheel that held the rope. . ‘Then 


treacherous rope, Which threatened each in. 
’ ah. the heavy: cage 


notlier moment and ft was on ferra-frma, 
Pete Comes swung back the iron staple 








© Then he bas already met the fate of the poar | 


\eautiously, oh, so cautiously, the cxge was lifted | Ki 
inch by inch, the men’s faces. whitening with |, 
apprehension a they noticed the great strain on |, 








which held the.door in place and sprung ont 
among them. 

‘Then they caw that he held s dark, Jimp figure 
in his strong, stalwart arms. 

Before they could utter an expression of de- 

ht, ab his miraculous escape from the death 
which the Jast man had met who had dared enter 
the mine, his voles rose loud and clear aboye the 
din and confusion,— 

“ Gentlemen—friends !"’ he cried, joyously, 
“YT have wonderful news.for you, Listen, and 
try to realize what I am about to say to you. 
Hear me! Your eomrade fs not dead, He was 
lying at the bottom of the shaft, where he had 
fallen out. of the onge, stunned. There are no 
bones broken. He has simply fainted from very 
joy upon learning that relief was at hand.” 

The wild cheers of delight that broke from 
the hundreds of dark-browed miners echond aud 
re-echoed the whole length of the deep valley, 
and seemed to ascend and pierce the very clouds 
that drifted above their heads. 

Not one of the men gathered there ever forgot 
how. the poor woman who had supposed herself 
a. widow an hour before knelt before. the hand- 


,| dome young seerstary, blessing him with prayers 
The words were gut short with a sobbing cry, , 
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aan rnction 
ook an} Jete ret 4 


a Write at ax file. 
= trated elrentire, of call and 
“ = thee a fa work, 
3 to. any Bi 
curely phoked tm sttong wood oase, ‘upon recclpt of pine 
order, xtra needies 6d, and Is. per packet. 
Address, H, LEIGH and CRAWFORD, 


1, Brooke Street, Holbern, London, E.C. . 


Wanted immedila everywhere), ‘Trust- 
worthy Persons of arearties jg wane” , don 
Seat 1 pps on a A t ry y : eh, 
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EXQUISITE MODELS. 
ERFECT FIT. 
CUARANTEED WEAR. 


Va 
DIAGONAL SEAM 
CORSETS, 


Patented in Bngpand and on the 
Continent, 
Will not split io t} Seama nor tear 
in the Fanric. 

Made iu White, Black, ‘and 
allthe Fashionable Colours and 
Shades in Ltalian Cloth, Satin, 
and Coutil, 

8 4/11, 5/1, 6/11, Z/il 

* per pair and u, wards, , 
* THREE GOLD MEDALS. 
Sold by the principal Drapers 
and Ladies’ Outfitters, 
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and tears, and how she held up her little ones to 
touch his face, and the tumultuous happiness 
that followed when the husband and father re- 
gained consclousness, 

The men who had clamoured so loudly for 
Denis Connor’s blood but a short half hour 
before were now anxious to pay him all the devo- 
tion and homage in thelr power—even to carry- 
ing him through the streets of the village on 
their shoulders, 

He had risked his own life to secure the body 
of one of their fellow-miners, and lo! he had, 
as if almost by magic, restored their companion 
to them unharmed 

Through the tumult the heroic young secre- 
tary only heard and saw one thing—beautifal 
Pauline Stanford making her way to his side, 
holding out her slim hand to him, her dark 
eyes bright with unshed tears, 

‘* Mr. Connor,” she said, in that fatally musical 
voice of her’s that always thrilled him to the 
very depths of his soul, “I thank you for what 
you have done this night. I shall never for- 
get it, I—I—shall always be indebted to you. 
Will you take me back to the house, and ask 
the miners to please make room for us! My 
father is walting in the library.” 

The men parted right and left, standing with 
their heads bared to the winds of heaven, as he 
passed among them. 

Denis Connor walked on, with Pauline by his 
side, like one in a dream, The little hand had 
lain one moment in his, He could almost have 
imagined that the earth would open to swallow 
him, as that anyt so wonderful as that could 
happen outside of day-dreams and lon 
She had raised her eyes to his, and the light of 


the stars seemed to have into them, 
slmost blinding him by their brilliancy, At 
‘inst they found themselves alone by the great 
arched gate, 


**Do you mind if I do not accompany you 
across the lawn to the porch?” he asked, 
a ‘*J—TI cannot go to the house just 

should like to stand out here under the 
trees, and—aund think.” 

“ As you wish, Mr. Connor,” shesald, ‘ Good- 
night, and—and—I thank you again with all my 
heart for saving So 

She passed q' y up the broad walk, under 
the shadows of the great over-arching trees, and 
the next moment she was lost to sight, and al! 
the light of the stars seemed to go with her, 
leaving the world behind her cold, grey, and 
desolate, 

Denis had been under the roof of Castle Royal 
for many weeks. He had worshipped Pauline, 
the old silver king’s lovely daughter, from afar, 
as the hapless moth worships the dazzling flame, 
He did ne have much o stip rpape for thought. 
Mr. Stanford joined him in a moment later under 
the trees, and he could see that the haughty old 
silver king was trembling with suppressed emo- 
tion. He wrung the young secretary’s hand in 
an earnest, strong grasp. 

“ Mr, Connor,” he said, in a deep, husky voice, 
"vou have done for me thie night what no other 
‘being on the face of the earth would have done, 
even for double his weight fo silver. My grati- 
tude towards you shall never cease. You have 
saved my life by taking the responsibility of the 
unrepaired shaft upon your own shoulders, You 
risked your own life to appease the wild rage of 
the mob who wanted vengeance. That you have 
returned alive is almost a miracle, I shall make 
you a rich man for life, Ask anything in reason 
of me and your request shall be granted. At the 
end of the year I shall take you into the mine as 
junior partner.” 

Denis Connor sighed. He wondered what the 
old silver king would say if he knew that the 
dearest—ah, the wild wish of his heart was to be 
near fair Pauline, to live for her, to die for her. 

“You are very kind, sir,” he murmured, 
brokenly. ‘I will do my best to prove to you— 
if you think me worthy of promotion at any 
future time—that I am entitled to your con- 
fidence.” 

** Henceforth you shall be asa son to me instead 
of a private secretary. I can say no more to- 
night, What you have done for me will not be 





known to the outside world, but the {memory of 
it = always live in Pauline’s raha pon 
to the house together, 

ina ce which was to both more eloquent than 
words, the silver king to reflecb over what o 
narrow escape he had from the hands of the 
violent mob, and Denis Connor to sit = his o; me 
window until the da: woed pink an 

In the eastern sky, wot Poakioa auf look 
ing down at his own strong white band, as if he 
could feel the clasp of the soft fingers that had 


lain one brief instant in that broad palm. He} 


sald to himself both the silver king and Pauline 
must bave felt the truth, although they had not 
told him so in words—ithat he loved Pauline, and 
he had saved her father’s life for her dear sake. 
Yes, he loved Pauline madly, dly, passion- 
ately, and sitting there he thought of the lines : 


“Tis love, alas | that racks my weary brain." 


At daylight Denis Connor flung himself dowa 
on his couch to enatch an hour or two of sleep 
aera a k, aughig, dap moka 1 tw 

ame a dar ing, and c 
that rivalled the bloom of the crimson 
roses tapploug against the window- » floated 
through vision. Again he held that little 
hand in his, ae ee ae ee up at 
him, and he was content—ay, that 
when he awakened, a long twole be es his 
lips. He wished that dream could have seated 


for ever. 
(To be continued.) 








THE CROOKED SPECTACLES, 





An elf lived in a buttercup, 
And walking after dawn, 
He donned his golden spectacles 
And stepped out on the lawn. 
* Dear me,” ead _ 
"TI scarce can & 
The sunbeams shine so cnet 1” 


He met a merry bumble-bee 
Wivhin the clover gay, 
Who buzzed “ Good morning ” in his ear, 
“Tt isa pleasant day.” . 
* Don't speak to me, 
Sir Butmble-bee, 
Until you trim your wings!” cried he. 


He met a gallant grasshopper, 
And thus accosted him : 
“Why don’t you wear your green coat 
straight, 
And look in better trim ? 
It frets me qui'e, 
In such a plight» 
To have you field folk in my sight.” 


He saw au Si Sy ragon fly 
Float o’er meadow rail. 
" Pray, stop, Sir Dragon. fly |” he cried ; 
"So upside down you sail, 
The sight will make 
My poor head ache ; 
Fly straight, or rest within the brake,” 


Then a wise ow] upon the tree 
Blinked his great, staring eye ; 
"To folk in crooked spectacles 
The whole world looks a 
To-whst ! To-whee 
To-whoo!”’ said he, 
“ Many such folk l’ve lived to see.” 
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COCOAINE | 


COCOA-NIB EXTRACT. 
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N.LE/GH & CRAWFORD, $1, BROOKE ST., HOLBORN, LONDON,E.0. 
LADIES’ APIOL AND STEEL PILLS. 


FreNcH REMEDY FOR ALL IRREGULARITI 
sigomodine Pennyroyal, Bitter Apple, and Pill Cochise. 


Obtainable gow —_ TIN, Pharmaceutical 
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DOES YOUR HEAD ACHE? 
“KAPUTINE" oures Instantly. 
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MARRIAGE D 
COURTSHIP. 


A Pamphlet of advice and information for all who are 
married and those who are it to marry ms is 
illustrated and contains advice and information, worth 
HUNDREDS OF POUNDS. Post free, 
ehvelope. 


M. PAUL, 
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FACETIA. 

“To you go to school, my little man j’’ asked 
the smiling viaitor. **No,” drawled the hopeful. 
“ I’m sent. i» 

Natt: “I wouldn’t like to be in your shoes,” 


Belle: “No; they’d pinch you frightfully, 


wouldn’t they?" © 

Mas, Wettment: “Poor fellow! Have you 
no friend?” (sobbingly) : “No, leddy ; 
I hain’t got nuthin’ but relatives,” 

Hz: “ You can’t impose on me ; there are no 
fools in our family.” She: ‘Sir, you forget 
yourself }” 

Never make love In a cornfield. Corn has 
ears, and {s easily shocked. You should make 
an oat of this, 

“Waar is it te fish?’ he repeated. “Ob, 
you just sit and sit all day long.” “And then?” 
“ And then you lie,” 

“What is your profession)” 
poems, novels, romances, plays, &c,” 
what do you live on!” 

A: “Have you heard the eight-year-old 
violin-player who Is creating such a sensation }” 
B,: “Oh, yes; I heard him in Berlin twelve 
years ago,” 

“Tr is a pity,” said an Irish labourer the other 
day, as he warmed his hands ; “it is a pity that 
we can’t have the cowld wea’ fa the summer, 
and the hob weather in the winter.” 

His Heinr.—Bertha: * What is ‘the height 
of your ambition, dear!” Marie (blushing) : 
. Oh, something between five-and-a-half and six 
eet.” 


“I writo— 
# And 


Hx (cautiously): “If I should propose, would 
you my *Yes?’” She (still more cautiously): 
‘If you were sure thad I should any ‘ Yes,’ would 
you propose |"? 

“Tr’s your wife at the »” said the 
office-boy. ‘ Tell her I’m out for the afternoon.” 
“ He says I’m to tell you he’s out for the after- 
noon, mum.” 

Vioizr: ‘*So your uncle was ninety years old 
at the time of hie death? Was he of sound mind 
when he died?” Jack: “I really can’t say, 
The wil) has not been opened yet.” 

Crotty Say: “I eay, I proposed to a girl last 


night.” Dick Oldboy : “'The mischief you did | 
What did she say?” Obolly Shy: “She-dud- 
dud-didn’t hear me,” 


Lirttx Eppr: ‘‘ Papa’s the captain of our 
ship, and mazoma’s the pilot,” Teacher > “ And 
whatare you!” Eddie: “I’m the compass, I 
suppose, They are always boxing me! ” 

Cousm Tom: “Well, Unele John, did you 
witness the Surrey v. Yorkshire match from the 
grand stand?” Uncle Countrified: “Well, I 
suppose thet wer sbout the size of It, I had ter 
stand fer two hours,” 

“Tat Miss Highgear has a dreadful temper. 
Some careless fellow ran against her yesterday, 
and she presented a hatpin at him as quick asa 
flash.” “Did she stab him?” “No; she 
stabbed his tyre!” 

Henry: “Talk about general information, I 
should like to know of a subject that Mr. Janker 
cannot talk upon.’ Unele George: “So should 
L_ That is the subject we'd always bring up 
whenever Janker was present.” 

Mrs. Bricasrac: “Ob, mercy, Bridget! how 
could you have broken that precious vase! It 
was four hundred years old.” Bridget (ca!mly) : 
“ Oh, if Ib was an ould thing like that, yez can 
take it out ay me next week’s wages.” 

“ Yus,”’ said the girl who collects, “it is one of 
the best autographs fn my collection.” " But 
are you sure it is genuine!” asked her friend, 
‘* Positive, I eut it with my own hands from a 
telegram his wife received from him.” 

Very Srovr Lapy (watching the lions fed) : 
“Pears to me, mister, that ain’t a very big piece 
Pag for sech ae — ean ee 

mosb apupendous iw politeness) : 
s'pcih We vilee teaes Ta a Indie eek to you, 
ma'am, but {t’s enough for the lion,” 





Mr, Sicery : “ Now, doctor, tell me- candidly, 
in what condition do you find my lungs?” Dr, 
Soonover: ‘They are in pretty bad shape, but 
there fs no danger of thelr not lasting as long as 
you live.” 

“T saw your mother 
aa I crossed the street, en will she be home ?” 
asked the lady visitor. “She said she’d be back 
just’s soon as you left,” anewered truthful 
Jimmy. 

Eruet: “That detestable Mrs. Brown said 
that I looked thirty!” Maud: “How . 
fectly absurd |” thel (elated): “ Fravkly 
now, how old do you really think I look?” 
Mand : " About forty.” 

“Joun, John! Do go and see to the baby; 
he’s crying. There must be something the 
matter withhim!” ‘Three years later, “ John! 
Do eee where the baby is. He's been so still for 
the last half-hour, that there must be something 
the matter with him!” 

“OLD man, you seem worrled.” ‘‘ Worrid is no 
name for it, Brown is coming round at 4 o'clock 
to pay me £15.” “Think he may uot came!” 
“Oh, he’ll come ail right; but Jones is due at 
415 to try to collect £10 I owe him. Suppose 
he should get here just as I was being paid by 
Brown!” 

Tue dramatist, Richard Lalor Shiel, was an 
Irishman with all the Hibernian gift for per- 
petuating bulls. He was t one day, at the 
rehearsal of a play in w Young was playing 
the hero, and not the actor’s interpretation 
of a certain + in the dialogue, exclaimed, 
“There, Mr. Young, you must draw your sword 
and find you have not got it,” 

“THERE'S no use in trying to get away from 
the solemn fact,” said dreamy-eyed young 
man ; “the new woman is a most practical and 
unsoulful creature.” ‘What makes you think 
so?” “TI told Miss Sweeting that she had in- 
spired some of my best poems,” ““* What did she 
say to that?!” “Nothing. She wrote to my 
publishers for a percentage on the royalties.” 


to the neighbours 


| 





TWENTIBTH CBNTURY LOVE scBNE,—Suitor : 
“ Ab, dearest Irma, what ecstasy lies in thie sweet 
paseion of love, which makes the heart flutter 
and the pulse beat faster ?” Irma (recent gradvate 
of a medical school, seizing his hand): “ Bly 
villain! You are deceiving me! Your pulse is 
quite normal—only seventy-two. Begone!” 

“T pon't think much of him,” esid the 

1 in the dezziing silk dress. ‘‘ Why, I thought 

saw him throwing kisses to you on the beach,” 
expostulated the gir! in green. “You did, That 
fs why I ssy I don’t k much of him. He 
isn’t as strong mentally ae [ should like a man to 
be,” “I don’t quite follow you.” “Why, thick 
of the abeurdity and the waste of exergy fn 
throwing from a distance what ought to have 
been delivered in person.” 


A TEACHER was eeking a class of schoolboys 
questions on history. ‘Tell me, boys, who 
reigned before Queen Victoria?” No one could 
answer, ‘' Very well,” said the master, ‘‘ 1 wilt 
give you till to-morrow to find me the answer.” 
Next day he asked thesame question. For a few 
minutes no one answered, until suddenly the 
smallest boy put out his hand. Thereupon the 
teacher said: ‘Are you not ashamed of your- 
selves that the smallest boy In the class should 
beah you all? Now ther, Johnny, what have 
you got to say!” “Please, sir, Jamie Dow's 
stickin’ peens in me?” 


A nazive of Cumberland, who was the very 
mouth cf eloquence in his own country, 
visited London about half a century ago. When 
there he inquired at a shoemaker’s shop for & pair 
of small shoes for his little girl at home, with 
pink heel, pointed toes, and cropt straps for 
clasps, which he expressed in the following pre- 
vinclal dialect: “I pray yee noo, han yee gatten 
any neatly, feety shoen, poalnted toen, pink’d at 
heel and cropped strops for clopses?” “ Sir,” 
answered the shopkeeper, “ what's that you say ? 
“Why, I pray yee noo” (repeats as before). 
“The family who speak French,’ sald ihe shoe 
maker, “live next door.” 











' PAGE WOODCOCK’S 





ALL SUFFERERS 


FROM 


INDIGESTION, WIND ON THE 
STOMACH, 
LIVER. COMPLAINT, BILIOUS- 
NESS, SICK HEADACHE, 
SPASMS, ETC. 


SHOULD TAKE 


PAGE WOODCOCK’S 


WIND PILLS 


WIND PILLS being 

purely Vegetable, Tasteless, and Mild and Tonic 

in their action, may be taken with perfect 
safety by the most delicate of either sex. 
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SOCIETY, 


TuERE will be great doings at Copenhigen, on 
September 4th, when Prince Christian, eldest 
son of the Ceown Prince of Denmark, will be 
married to the Duchess Alexandrise of Mecklen- 
burg ‘Schwerin, and Prince Charles of “Norway 
and Sweden will take to the altar Princesa 
Ingeborg. : 

Tur German Emperor and Empress, with the 
King and Queen of Italy and a suite of one hun 
dred and fifty people, intend to pay a vialt to 
Wiesbaden in September, when there is to be a 
gala performance at the new theatre, Great 
preparations are being made at the Royal Schloss 
for the reception of their Majesties, 


THE poor Queen of Naples, whose sorrow at 
the tragic death of her sister, the late Duchesse 
d'Alene m, in the Parle Charity Bazaar fire, is as 
poignant as ever, bas left her new and beautiful 
house. near the Bois to seek a change of scene at 
Bonlogne-sur-Mer. She fs now fifty-five years of 
age, but, from the elightness and delicacy of her 
form appears much younger. Queen Marie 
possesses an exquisite crown or Jaurel wreath fn 
gold, send to her by & bevy of admiring ladies os 
a tribute of affection and. appreciation of her 
noble conduct during the siege of Gueta. Oa 
each leaf ia inscribed the name of a donor. 


Tae Queen recently purchased a small estate 
on, the banks of the Thames at Datcheb.. At 
present there fs a towing path on one side of the 
river for -the use of horses engaged in towing 
barges or other craft up cr down. IJn_ these 
days this work is mainly done by steam tugs, 
but still there is acertain amount of old-fashioned 
horse-towlng, therefore the path must be main- 
tained. Along the Datchet Reach the towing- 
path is.on the Barks side--that is, opposite the 
villege--and rung along the edge of the Home 
Park. This Park is, of course, private, and the 
(ueen frequently drives through ib by the water- 
side, The existence of the towpath, destroys 
the absolute of the Park, and It cannot 
be pleasant for Her Majesty to notice the horses 
and barges, even though they may uot be very 
numerous, It is believed that Sandlea has been 
purchased by the Queen with the object fn 
view of so altering the bank as to make it avail- 
~sble for towing, aud thus it is hoped the towpath 
‘may be tranferred from the Home Park to the 
Datchet shore, 


Tae Royal yacht Osborne will go to Belfast in 
order that she may convey the Duke and Dachess 
of York to Glasgow when they leave Mount 
Stewart on the evening of Wednesday, September 
8th. The Osborne will arrive in the Ciyde early 
on the morning of Thursday, the 9:b, and she 
is to proceed up the river to the new docks at 
Cessnock, which will be formally opened by the 
Dake of York. The Royal party will then go 
to Glasgow, where there is to be a. luncheon In 
the City Chambers, after which the Dake ‘will 
lay the foundation-stone of the new Art Gallery 
du the West Park, and a flying visit fe to be 
paid to the University. The Duke and Duchess 
of York will leave Glasgow about five o'clock -by 
special train for Dalmeny, where they are to be 
the guests of Lord Rosebery for a few days. On 
leaving Dalmeny the Dake apd Duchess. will 
proceed northwards for about a month, and 
they are to be the guests of the Queen at 
Balmoral, of the Duke and Duchess of Fife at 
Mar Lodge, and of Lord and Lady Tweedmouth 
at Gulsachan House, Inverness-shire, 


For the fires time since the birth of the little 
Pringess Victoria of York, the J)achers. of. York 
and her children have been enabled ic visit White 
Lodge. It is always a great delight to the Dachess 
to be back amid the seanes of her childhood, and 
little Prince Ei tward hag a delightful time at 
White Lodge, whers he fs petted by everybody, 
The baby was a grea attraction this time, for 
although she is no longer the only granddaughter 
of the Dake and Duchess of Teck, yet-she claims 
the distinction of being their first granddaughter, 
and her reseniblancé'to Prides’ Mary is said to 
be quite remarkable. 





STATISTICS; *~ “° | 


Tue record of the largest number. of notes 
struck by a musician In twelve hours{a said to 
have been made by @ well-known player, who 
atruck 1,030,300 notes, 


Java has thunderstorms, on an. average, 97 
days in the year; Italy, 28% Belgium, 21; 
Hoiland,..18 ;,.France and Austria, 16,; Spain 
and Portugal, 15; Great Britain and the high 
Swiss. mountaing, 7; and.Norway, 4... 

Ay Engliahman’s hair, allowed to..grow -to 
its extreme length, rarely..exceeds twelve) or 
fourteen inches ; whilst that of a woman will 
grow in rare instances to seventy or seventy- 
five inches, though the.average does not exceed 
twenty-five or thirty Inches, 

Tue territory. composing Western. Australia, 
according to the latest computation, covers 
nearly 1,000,090 ay milea, and constitutes 
about, one-third of ‘the Australian continent. 
The area of this single. colony -is larger than 
that of elght leading countries in Europe com- 
bined, * 





| GEMS. 


Hs who. dines on Vanity’ will soon'sup on 
Contempt, © j 

Tuere are stronger natured among’ us who 
write thelr names and purposes’ on the blank 
pages of the weaker ‘lives about them. ; 

Tire shortest and.‘ surest way ‘to live with 
honour in the world is to be in reality what 
we would appear to be; and if we observe we 
shall find that all the human virtues focrease 
and strengthpn themselves by the practice and 
experience of them. neat 7 

A MAN who" knows the world will notyonly 
miake the most of everything he does know, 


but of many thinga he does -not-know, “ 


will gain more credit by his adroit mede o 
hiding Ae ignorance ‘than’ thé’ yp 
awkward attempt to exhibit his erudition, 


, 





* ~ 


HOUSEHOLD TR 


Frisp- Oatuaan,—-Shiee up. cold, 
meal, then fry ine little hotter, or 


' 8. 
oat- 


cooked 
dip in beaten 


eggs salted to taste, then in bread or cracker 


crumba, and drop in hot lard lke dough’ nutes, 
Baked OmELEts.—Heat three cups of milk, 
melting fo it o bit of biftter thé sizeof a walnut, 












Crixcrn Bazr.—One ouncs, of cream of tartar, 
ong ounce ginger (6ruised), one pound loaf su 
one lemon, one gallon of Cub 
lerton fh slices, put the 


Lager tcp 
ix, @ pan and pour the boiling water over them, 


Let the beer stand until cold ; bottle {t, leaving 
the sediment.ot the bottom ;.. tle down cor’ 
and set the bottles in the. sun. In hob weat 

it will be ready to drink in three or four days, 


> by his 


SCELLANEOUS. 

Tue crow flies at the rate of 25 miles am hour. 
_ Taxae ore three habitual eriminals ia London 
to every two policemen, 

Tue solaries of the Queen's Household amount 
to, £131,260.a years. AL ee 

In Italy there are more theatresin proportion 
to the population thando auy other country, 

Atrmoucr Japan ‘hag three'thousand miles of 
railway, there are still ever one million «men in 
that country serving as beasts of burden on much 
roads as the country affords, 

Prosancy the Ozar'’s elder daughter, the. little 


Grand Duchess Olga, fa: the richest in the 
world, Directly after ber birth her f sedtled 
£1,000,000 upon her, a large portion of which he 


invested in British seourities, . wt 
~ ‘Tae champion shearer of Australia for Paget 
season isa man naméd Palley, who. has broken 
the record by. shea 38,525 sheep... 
breaking to this line Is not a barren BD , for 
Palley’s earnings for the season came to £338 15s. 
Ax ordinary man ean say everything that any 
cot Sade in waco bin Oe ee 
wi t . uses. 400 -or 
600, miata dt a roy be an idea ont of 
the usual line of thought, occurs to him, Most 
of us being only ordinary men, seldom draw upon 
the surplus 500 words. by 
Cire a number of Instances have been kuo 
of in porpolaes, and other iaablents ofthe 
ocean, that had a positively em nd- 
j ness for biimen soclety. Thus, up to a. a 
certata porpolse, familiarly known as “ Bob,” was 
a constant attendant on ships passing the const 
of Florida. Me a hat ie 3 
A Grand toventor bax patented a devicg f 
preventing collisions between ships, hich eobelete 
of @ telescope jib extending out in front of the 
‘Weesel; This slides inward when touched by any 
object, and completes an electric circuit to reverse 
the enginés and turn. the rudder ‘to alter the 
course of the ship. & eee 
Tre eophone iv a re¢ent Invention by “which 
the presence of a ehip within a reasonable nuoxber 
of miles may be discovered solely and entirely by 
the noise on board. Curlousiy enough, the sounds 


| in the immediste vicinity of the vinetrumenut are 


| nob recorded. Signals, : however,’ made by, the 

beat of a drum, or she blowing of a bugle, can/be 
heard ata great distance, “on 

Fro the top of the cathedral epite in "México 
the entiré cit? cin be seen, and the mowb striking 
feature of the view is the absence of chimneys. 
There fs nob a chimney in all Mexied, not ag 
nor ® stbve, por a furnace; All, the cooking ls 
done with charcoal in Dutch ovens, and while 
the gas is. sontetimes: offensive, the visitor soon 









Beat well together five egge, che tatlespoonfal of | becomes used to it... . i se hair 
four, ond accant teaspoonful ef salt,and add to} 4 crarcra {lustration of the fnfiaence’ of 
the hot milk, stirring @@ rapidly as possible. Tart | e-upon the nervous system, is d by 
foto a hot, well-buttered frying pan, and bake in fttave: ups of experiments juat oub by 
a quick oven ofie-quarter of an hour. Professor Meldolant. Twenty-four rk 
Arrti’ Dandies —Pare five tart apples, | whe to, 
rene cree and ll the vlan wich graye of | smfond with arene fo ale 
pote 4 oles, thick! with oft = om Rtiee ¢ oe org 
sprinkle. the epp icky. 9 w sugar, | After two hour aoe 
and atrew over’ “peated ut, Cover | ‘norm iia’ of then 
closely anid bakes a thodetite Sven til tended f°” Pane 
Serve with whipped cream, ; 
Pup Half & Sttp 0 
ills Bop tn, bail» apf ltr 
a pint bf thdacle, one bens of soda, 
ega halt csp < "Mix the flour } 
sugar together, Misordigon Bgaa ty the 4 > him. 
and add it, then the eggs well beaten, and the | dagger or sword thruab, thougt 
trescle and soda, beaten together.” Bake twenty | 9 bulle: chigitis yp 
minutes, ti ap Fees it One 


st 






« Tan OS rg : 
of, the fast x ¥ Mya - 4% 
Pedicne | “1s, Uhe. re 
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Strand 


constitute the 


pp TT “ 
- very will not whip up Bos.-—The granter of an unstamped receipt for £2 o¥ 
OT ic TO. CORRESPONDEN TS. ready i boul, bave othe nae added to ft. Cream | mote fs dé in & penalty, and will be sucd ff % te 
R co be aay me and quickly. If it shown that he withheld thestam deliberately to, order 
b ’ whipets, nae the danger of the cream “4 the sovgnas 2 os sol a, a Pie nic 
ours eciiise questions. & redetpt w! of no ju my 
Marae are be nonepted in proof of payment, therefore te may be 
held 


Jax, —~h week's notes Mf tt4s 9 weekly hifing. 
Bway.—Lt the will is not signed It is of no force. 
a dln ig. in the day-time weat a frock- 


chars: yd aleeaidbitia ts stamped after signa- 3 


“Ets using dBenbiiaie Ut any ktéh Wdwrays be very 
care! 

Barraxx1a.— Great Britain has the strongest navy in 
the world. 

Patriz —It was the Victoria that was sank with 
Admiral Tryon. 

, E.—Pind out thelr headquarters and use carbolic 
and boiling water, 

Draco wenn: Tokgapeuterv quaint be changed, ex 
by appointment of the Oourt. _ 
Cuvrca Motsr—You must have them’ carefully 
examined by a ekilful oculist, 

Torsy.—Rub their edges a with hard soap. This 
will much reduce their roughness, 

0 Ft call occasionally, net too f 
quay, adieegee uf 


Oosmo.—The greatest commercial not in 
titi monyiee 


Cuntous.~If is considered necessary to check rais- 
takes in entering on the office paying-in sheets. 


Ton.—You Reb wprmend require to wear an instrument; 
this can only be ascertained by a careful oxamination. 
Beryz's Lover.—It proniien : of marriage can be 
erty hie ove Er an nation te cdinaaee 
erage iene i th at Wick to law pe 
out titel stroager — set forth 
Rangrti0vs.—A nineteen ia obliged to 
— at homer a i guostsad aug ate own! 
v. . ” 
In Want oF i? — Quite ke pestible for us to fores 
the circumstances of 


any —- wi 
the 


ils oF sity Bar —Hald faoo over bowl of bolting 
ane with hard towel, and blackheads will 


A Wighan Ba —U you have evidence of the 
preee aammyr be avery weak case to tuke 


Josuuee — We ‘do mob think there is any well suthenti- 
cated resord of a sovereign having reigned longer than 
Queen Victoria. 

Sra re ee a gl t modern face 
resort is Bournemouth, w. was practically wal 
of sixty-five years ago. 

WIREACRE,» Majesty is understood to” revize. all 

to Goverameuts. 


deepatebor They are 
signed by the Secretary of State. 

Pesan ty <p te vb world is ihe condor. 
oGgors W. png wg a eighteen twen 
feet have been shot in the Andes. a i 
third of the gee pte ome net pene t be 

r 

iid the_percaal property, sad Te 
are 

(ame Minor), and there ig.also a valuable mine in 
sland of Naxas im the Groek Archipelago. 


Ruppre.—Chalk is composed of fossils, If take 
the tinfest and place it under a tnjecro- 
CO infinite ‘tremely 
diratnca na v a 


Fiep wits Amertion. — For admission to Cape 
Mounted Police must. write to Crown Agents for 
Colonies, Downing sneat, London, 8... who will cay 


if men are 
Manioy,—We have nover heard of a herb of name 

you mention. tr outdines treed a te 

and, as the word |, Ig used for oin 

Bspiatedist o: i 

abou, ota i —Withont pale Lacon of euity, 

cams saree mr 

vidual well-being. 

" marked on a cheque 
haps that al the 

out, and. 


are 


“ou ‘ N.S 
w:fllen,” or 


of the drawer 
fands in band to seman Gee 


means "not 
to the oredit 
bank has no 





Fleet-street and 
hfare.in the world ; it 


standstill in conse eg of 
trafic being unable to proceed. 


moment bellows you 
years at least with 
Wovutp-1& Srroviaton. — Btlok to 
do not permi 
oe to "cain 
ould sweep a revo 3° 
uae that fe the. moral éffect of in 


Hosress.— A‘ ptn 
pple served in 


leaves, Oe kre 
form uninjured. Pa 
for a bese. 


Rura.—Your caps 
gecnere, an ttem 
Weise the tan tae sane 2 nal 
ttle benaine 
etocess with a li zine a the le: 
part, and if you sueceed contin 


MY LITTLE ONE. 


Like dfamo: 
In the 
oe 


come tal of hone em 
Some full of sun ; 


Will keep you, little ong! 


thine Those 
knowledge om su 
and ang ny 
iisch dhe tghorenne ot others, 
Jeane Deasus.—Hf really choice 
left they may be cut. 1sit0 amall 
Kittle vory hot but cing 
go that th they will brown 
anda ptngh of ealt, if required, 
dust cf curry powder may be 


Pre biretta ts a 


to the 

of the 
ol 
at is 


the 
ae 


Chnresire Mahiibe. Win white 
wind ows it is made rather 
on with the of 4 stiff hair brine 





without burn! 


hy meakdng $8 diiouls to place propery 


is 80 busy, in fact, 


bonloat 
that a re times a day it comes altogether to a 
the ever accumulating 


fe lice, allie ally Socio Chak eoee fo ret te fost 
you ace seem to you to justify 
the immed rolense of pare ah but we do not for a 


him nats ae his seven 
tao clheeaie havo expir 


you, wt 


y be deere off seeml: 
t yourself tk by ng 


ne, One reverse 
sess, and worse 
ulging in specula- 


yk ios or gelatice cream with 
of the fruit is extreme! 
pas aeien ree mee with the centra 
with a sharp knife leaving the 
% extra leaves from another frait 


be —_ to a professional 


get the soot spots 
es result ote 


mane way you like try 
piouous 


$ cons) 
prooed & 


ttle one! 


. taupe apaere and Mi 
sete a ee 
deme fel of sun 
Some full of barry memories, 
area of the cays 


Ah, welll There are ee _ days, little cnet 


And I know that He bay ag loves you 


Lrzzte.—Rico water makés a refreshing drink. Wash 
three ounces of rice in several waltee and then put 


into a ste with a quart of water and one ounce of 
raisins; gently for half an hour ; strain a 
conve air ave Sto 8 fog, and when cold, drink 


who are fond of displaying their 
bjeots of which others 
rot gaan oeagens ey eqgyed for gem 


vaag Pak 


their own ignotania: 


will have discrimination enough to 


of the meet are 


its and wremped ina 


*n dust of 
a the smallest 
added if one 


square cap with three 

riatng fram the crown aud having 1 tassel hang- 

Mee Was worn as early as the ninth century, when 
bot resembled an o 


rdiaary cap ; but 
on the 
resent one, the 


lines obliquel 
called 9 oat 


mint fs used to 
kk and.‘ dabbed* 
hb: for tem 


porary 
alightly, jay Bat fiat, and 


tis, salts 


in a second payrout. 
Turastr.Onz.-—Iced drinks are just fast mixtures, 
sometimes mixed with spirits, wine, . and 
Gaeatunan not set in ice for a time. here. 4s one 
“shorbert” it la called. Pare the thin yellow part of 
three lemons, six ounces of sugar, One quart of water, 
Put lemon rind, juice and sugar together, pat a little 
water on them, and atand « querter.cf an hour ; then 
pour in the rest of the water and put it on tee then 
stir up and pour out. The recipes for teed drinks are 
innumerable, from iced tea to iced punch. 

Sweet Maniwz.—The colour of ne varies from almost 
white to a dark green, bot the lighter shades of green 

are the moat highly prized. It is hunted for in the 
Beeoree of py precipices and in the streams of Ohincse 
—_ deal of it is found in the rivers thero 

Heo mad These men work by moonlight, under an 
escort of soldiers, supervised by Government officers 
eed fe for the purpose, and by whom each pieae, ax 
fe ey assayed and valued. The fw pertal @ ts of 

t green, approaching the emerald in colour, 

Hosress.—An open peach pie served with whipped 
cream may be a novelty to many hoasekeepers, It is 
c one of the most delightful of all pics. It in 
male with the addition of a little apple de, #0 
excellent aa a foundation to pies of peach, plura or pine- 
apple. Holl out a thia layer of good plecrust (out not 
ae paste), Am execllent orust is uade.of a onp’of half 

itter and half sweet lard mixed roughly through two 
cups of pastry flour aud made into a paste with two- 
thirds of a coup of ice-water. Line a rather deep tin ple 
pei those tins usually sold for layer cake are excellent 

r this purpose. 

P..8.~Brntae the rhubarb with a mallet; when {t fc 
reducad te pulp add for every five pounds of it a gallon 
of cold water, and let it stand for three dayr,, stirring it 

te ees timos or Gay. *On. the fourth day pass tt 
gh a hair nor than add to every gallon of the 


haps or ou When this fs dissolve: 
ies rare rime «tomon. After standiog foro 
we sew dage Farce subsiding, the crust should be 
Lee a rep fate a cask, adding 

nae eae ounce t es eon re co. If it ferments 
afterwards it to another cask, add- 


ing some s 5" hoa gt after a fortnight corked 
up tight. tle it in the nat ys spring, and you 
pe or pe Pape sed tamers Should # brilliant gglour be 


desired add some currant juice. 
Ben I ote 3 Into « large bowl p 
"Ere dare g them lightly with salt .Tum- 
daty. * Alar ve days the leaves will be dry. Then add 
of coarsely ground allspice, ane ounce of 
stiok, omen broken lato smell pieces. . Allow thie to 
stand one rat begs frequently. Then plade tn a 
permanent j nd: didsene ounce of allspice, half a 
pound of aah 4 dried lavender blossoms, ore ounce of 
cloves, one ounce of cinnamon, two grated nutmege,. 
pur Aas pF ginger roote, sliced thin, half 40 ounce ef 
cteeatiat a grains of fineat Canton musk, one ounce of 
sential 


ut a half’ peck of 


oil of rose geranium, two ounces *of orris root, 
half an ounce: of ‘essentials oils of jessamine. 
lavender, are) verbens, musk, violet, rosemary acd 
bergamot, from time to time, as convenient, rose- 
aannags or oxtracts. 

Marcus.~-The year tsed to be reckone! to cortain 
805 days 6 hours ; but, strictly speaking, the year only 
contained 365 days 48 rainutes 48 seconds. In 1752 
there were 11 days over, and by Act of Pariisment the 
2nd was called the 18tb, the reckoning aud tho 
true motion made to agree. The new style is called the 
Gregorian style, because {t was introduced by Pope 
Gregory, who, at Rome, introduced it as early as the 

oar 1582, when the vernal equinox fell on the = = 

of the 2let, and ten days were dropped. 
Romans added the day of leap-year on the sixth of he 
calonds of March, making two-aixths, or bis pine ‘are 
hence the eaementen, Bissextile year, or leap- A 
leap-year is the ‘year that peg boeanly by oy Ime 
uvatil 1752, we began th avg at the vernal 
ox, and to make dates agree ‘with those of other 


€ 
: and Lady-day, our writers 


nations, between January 

used to put two dates—-thus February 7, 1708-1709, tho 

latter date being that from January the lst, and the 

former that from the hag as Lady-day. The Russians 
still adhere to the old atyle. 








ane Lorxpon am can be sen®'tovany part of the 

oeitine and bree-halfpence Weekly ; or Quarterly, 

One Sb and Rightpence. The early subscription 

iis va Monthly ro including ristmas Part, is 
ht Shillings and Hightpeuce, post-free. 


Att Back Nomners, Pants and Votvmes aro in 
print, and may be bad of any Booksellers. 


na sa Nes Thi 
206, 
@ | Toth, da 6d, 

Tax INDEX Whey LXVOL is now Ready ; Price 
One Pénny, post-freo, Three-halfpence. 


Qa Aww Lrrrers ro uu Apprxrssep To Tae Epirorn 
4 a Losvox Reaper, 26, Catherine Strect, Strand, 


Sixpence, 
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} ordering direct. If you cannot obtain all you require from your local Bookseller, the Proprietor of Bezcnam’s Prius 


BEECHAM’S PHOTO-FOLIO. 


“ Marvellous Value for the Price.”——Publishers’ Record. 


BEECHAM’S PHOTO-FOLIO. 


“ Worth a Guinea a Book.”—Photographic News, © 


BEECHAM’S PHOTO-FOLIO . 


Will Help you to Decide where to go for your Holidays. 


BEECHAM’S PHOTO-FOLIO 


Will Show you the way if you Require a Change of Air. 


BEECHAM’S PHOTO-FOLIO 


Will be Just the Thing when you are Off for a Day in the 
Country. 


The fact is, the Proprietor of “BEECHAM’S PILLS” has, by the publication of 


“BEECHAM’S PHOTO-FOLIO” 


filled a long-felt want. The majority of Britons have only been able to form a limited idea of the beauties of their 
ywn country, as, until now, reliable photographic view reproductions have not been brought within the rewh of 
the people. BEECHAM’S PHOTO-FOLIO comprises upwards of Two Tuovsanp selected views of Great Britain 
and Ireland. The series has been published in book form, each book containing 24 choice views (Sin. by 33 in.) 
in local combination; artistically printed on specially prepared English-made tr, to be sold for Ong Penmy each 
Volume The placing of an order for the first issue of BEECHAM’S PHOTO-FOLIO of OVER) FIVE MILLION 
BOOKS is the main reason that they are such “ MarvetLous VaLvE ror THE PRIcE.” ? 


The Proprietor of “ BEECHAM’S PILLS” has been found fault with by interested parties for giving too much 
for the money, but the public will not mind this, neither does he. Tourist Agents, Secretaries of Excursion Clubs, 
Schools, Choirs, Picnic Parties, &c., should get specimens of BEECHAM’S PHOTO-FOLIO VOLUMES. The 


following Books are now out :— 








| Derbyshire | Morecambe and Lancaster Thames Valley (Vo). 1) 
ENGLAND & WALES. Vol, 1 (Buxton District) New Brighton é (Vol, 2) 
Vol. 2 (Matlock District) North Wales Coast—OConway Torquay 
Aberystwyth eo “ dase arvon Whitby 
Ba nd Dolgell xeter ottingham 
hg iti ae | Falmouth and Truro Oxford Weston-super-Mare 
Bettws-y-Coed Folkestone and Dover | Plymouth Weymouth 
Birmingham Harrogate | Portsmouth and Southsea Yarmouth, Lowestoft and 
Blackpool Hastings and 8t. Leonards | Ramsgate Norwich 
Bournemouth Ilfracombe . | Redear and Saltburn York 
Brighton (Vol. 1) Isle of Wight (Vols. 1,2,8) | Rhyl 
* (Vol. 2) Lake District (Vol. 1) | Ripon, Bolton Abbey, and ; 
Bridlington Quay ” (Vol, 2) | ountains Abbey ISLE. OF MAN. 
Bristol » (Vol. 8) | Scarborough (Vol. 1) Donglas District 
Cambridge | London (Vols. 1 to 8) Bheftield | : 
Chester ‘ | Lincoln Snowdon and Lianberis | (Vol. 2) Ramsey District 
Cheltenham and Gloucester | Lytham and St. Annes-on-Sea | Southampton, Salisbury, and, (Vol. 3) Port Erin, Port &t. 
Clacton-on-Sea, Brightlingsea, | Leamington and Warwick Winchester Mary, &c. 
and Walton-on-the-Naze | Liverpool | Southport 
oi ee oe 
0 a ynton and Lynmou -on-Ay g 4 
Cornwall (Vol, 1) | Manchester Tei outh, Dawlish, and CHANNEL ISLANDS 
» (Vol. 2) | Malvern and Worcester outh (Vol. i) Jersey 
| Margate and Herne Bay Tenby and St. Davids | (Vol, 2) Guernsey and Sark 


The Proprietor of BEECHAM’S PILLS regrets that Booksellers and Newsagents have, in many instances, been 
slow im recognising that “ BEECHAM’S PHOTO-FOLIO” wa8 the view series of the year, and, conseqrcutly, have 
not stocked a variety of the books, so that many of the readers of his advertisement have been put to the trouble of 


begs to notify that he will send the complete Series (84 books) direct to any address in the United Kingdom, ial 
paid, on receipt of P.O. for 7s. 6d.; or any selection for ONE PENNY per Volume, with cost of postage added. 
Address all communications—The Proprietor of “ BEBCHAM’S PILLS,” 

Sr. Herens, LancasHrRe. 











London: Published for the Proyristor, «= 26, Catherine Street, Strand, and printed by WooprAti end Kuxpen, 70 to 76, Long Acre, W.0. 
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CAMPBELL’S «am - 
MELODEONS 


With Organ and Celestial Tone, and Charming Bell 
Accompanimenta. 
NO HOME SHOULD BE WITHOUT ONE. 

The Solewn Psalm, the Soul-stirring Hymn, and the Cheerful 
Song, can all be pliyei on these Charming Instruments. 
No knowledge of Music required. 
ENORMOUS DEMANDS. Selling in Thousands. | 
@ 100,000 Testimonials. “Ge 





Special Offer to the readers of the Lonpon Reaper. 
Campbell's a‘ Gem” Melodeon ag ee «- Price only +4 
Cempbell’s {' Miniature” 9 . 16 
Campbell’s pe Paragon” ss oe ae yd 1 
gamppers Favourite” Mel odeon “ pe 16/6 
Cut out this and send P.O.0. for the amount. Either sent carriage paid in Great 
Britain ani Ireland, Money returned if nut approved. ORDER AT ONCE. 




















_All lovers of music should at once send for our New Illustrated Privilege Price List for 
1897, now ready. 150,000 of these valuable lists sent out yearly. Send penny stamp to 


CAMPBELL & CO., Musical Instrument Makers, 116, Trongate, Glasgow. 
Established 50 years, N.B.—Beware of worthless imitations, 





To Make a Delicious Cup of Tea without Using a Teapot. 


Electro-plate on Nickel Silver... 3s. ata. 
Solid Hall-marked Silver ve Al 
Cheaper quality Nickel Silver ... 


Obtainable everywhere or Post-free from 


H. J. COOPER'S PATENT. “ UNICU s,” 


(Mention Paper.) 2, THAVIES INN, HOLBORN CIRCUS, E.C. 


HOVEN’S & 


SOLD EVERY WHERE. 





STOCKINCS 








FOR SUSPENDING | 





LADIES. 


peor “PENSABLE TO LADIES ! Particularly those who 


desire a quick, safe and 

reliable and non-injurious remedy for all obstructions and 
irregularities, a medicine which cures (usually in a few hours) 
cases which have baffled the skill of the best medical men, 
No lady need despair, as the most obstinate and helpless cases 
have been immediately relieved by this remedy. Mrs, Wilson, 
of Honor Oak Park, Forest Hill, says: our invaluable 
remedy took immediate effect ; in less aan 12 hours I was 
all mm oy. after 18 weeks of misery and hopelessness.” A 
properly certified guarantee is enclosed with testimonials and 
molelag. One package at 4/6 is usually sufficient for any 
case. Ladies, send at once fully directed envelope for particulars 
and proofs. I will forfeit £2, OOO if the testimonials are not 
genuine. Thousands of unsolicited testimonials have been 
received. Do not be misled by showy advertisements and other 
so-called remedies which are utterly worthless and fraudulent 
imitations. 

Nortice.—This wonderful remedy guaranteed to have the 
largest sale in the entire world, being the oldest and only harm 
less medicine of its kind for ladies, and cures more patients in 
one month than all other Female Remedies put together in 
twelve months, This can be proved by our Testimonials. 

If you require more particulars, I will send you per return of 
post, in sealed letter, post-free, a splondid Book (34 pages’ and 
Guide, cloth covers (60 pages and 40 Illustrations of Ladies’ 
Appliances), and full particulars of the wonderful effective 
remedies as advertised and sold in every town and village in 
Great Britain. Consultations Free every day 3to7. Estab- 
lished over 100 years. 


Do not delay, but write at once privately to 


MADAME FRAIN, 


MEDICAL INSTITUTE, HACKNEY ROAD, LONDON, N.E, 


(Oppostre SHoReDiItcH CHURCH.) 








SOLE MAKER-ALFRED BREESE, LONDON. 


BOVRIL 


Ie the vital principle of Prime Ox Beef obtained from selected 
Cattle reared in Australia and South America. It develops the 
Muscular System, giving Fresh Strength and Increased Vitality 
to the Healthy, whilst 


AS A 


Means of Stimulating and Sustaining Invalids it has no equal, 
being meat and drink at one draught, and providing the most 
perfect Concentratad yet easily Digestible Nourishment in the 
form of a pleasant 


BEVERAGE. 


Bovril Limited, Food Specialists, London, E.C, 
Directors : 
The Right Hon. LORD PLAYFAIR, G.C.B., LL.D., DR. FARQUHARSON, M.P., 
and others. 


SULPHOLINE 


The Cure for Skin Diseases, Eruptions, 


Blotches, Eczema, Acne, Disfigure- 
Ments, Makes the Skin Clear, Smooth, 
Supple, Healthy. 


PEPPER'S cz 








Bottles 
Sold 
Everywhere, 





2s. 64d, 
SOLD EVERYWHERE. 


GREAT. HERVE 
Ps 
GREAT pits VE STRENGTE ! 
Promotes Appetite, Cures Dyspepsia, 
Hysteria, Nervous Complaints, &c. 














WHELPTON'S PILLS 


Should always be kept at hand 


wHepron’s PILLS 


Have enjoyed 50 Years’ Success 


wHELPTow’s PILLS 
The Best General Family Medicine 
wueLprron’s PILLS 
WHELPTon’s PILLS 
WHELP | on’s PILLS 
Will keep good in all Climates 
WHELPTUN’S STOMACH PILLS 
WHELPTO 


The Best Dinner Pills 
‘S$ OINTMENT 
3 

WHELPTON S$ OINTMENT 

Heals Cuts, Burns, etc., like Magic. 


Cure Headache at Once 


Set your Liver in Order 


Cures Eczema 





Ask for WHELPTON'S PILLS ¢ see that you get them 


Sold by all Chemists, 7$d., 1s. 14d., and 2s, 9d. per box, 
Or of the Proprietors, 
G. WHELPTON & SON, 3, Crane Court, Fleet Street, 
London, E.C. 


Free by Post in the United Kingdom for 8, 14, or 33 Stamps, 
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USED ALL OVER THE CIVILIZED WORLD. . 
Gnpointed by Specicd Royal Warrant’ 
Z es _ Great or” Comyre Soapmakers to KeerMa cyosty lhe Queen N 
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NATIONAL SILEX OPTICAL & AURAL 00. 


(F. C., REINS PATENT.) 


SPECIALISTS IN EYE AND EAR AIDS. 


SILEX LENS ARE THE BEST YET SOLD. 


PRIZE MEDALS, 185f, 1853, 1855, 1862, 1867, 1873, 1878, 1886. 
WRITE OR CALL AT THE 


PARADISE FON. THE DEAF, 
108, Strand, London, W.C. 
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“WORTH A GUINEA A BOX.” 


| 
BEEGHAM’S PILLS | WHEN WASHING CLOTHES 
) USE ONLY 
FOR ALI } re) s 
BILIOUS AND NERVOUS DISORDERS, R C k : Tt S 
Sick Headache, Constipation, 
Weak Stomach, Impaired 
Digestion, Disordered Liver, 
and Female Ailments. | © 
Sold everywhere, in Boxes, 9}d., 1s. 14d , and 2s. 9d. each, with Full directions, 


The is. 14d. Box contains Fifty-six Pills. 
THE SALE IS NOW SIX MILLION BOXES PERK ANNUM. 
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Quickly correct all 
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ONE LIQUID 

No. 1.. Black 
No. 2..Dark Brown 
No. 3.. Light Brown 
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Y Harmless, Perfect, 
S/Permanent & Odourless, } 





A Medical Certificate ae 
with each bottle. % 


















Cee PO eS LO Re 





ay 9 <3 
paren a j & ‘ 

















eta pie 

% FEMALES Be Go. Me ot, N =e mal 3 
i) g 
i FOR VACANT POSITIONS on this COVER Are sold by Grocers and Stcres : 
H ADVERTISEMENT MANAGER throughout the World. 
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26, Catherine Street, Strand, London, W.C. 
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| FOR COUGHS, COLDS, ASTHMA, BRONCHITIS. 


DR, J, GOLLIS BROWNE'S 


GHLORODYNE. | 


R. J. COLLIS BROWNE’S CHLORODYNE D* J. COLLIS BROWNE’S CHLORODYNE 
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is the TRUE PALLIATIVE in rapidly cuts short all attacks of ’ 

q EURALGIA, GOUT, CANCER, F PILEPSY, SPASM, ve 

al 

| : nonear wine RHEUMATISM. COLIC, PALPITATION, an 

f 5 IGEN YSTERIA. . wi 

i MPORTANT CAUTION. : H Ges in 

i The IMMENSE SALE of this REMEDY has given rise to many SOLE MANUFACTURER, ie 
/ UNSCRUPULOUS IMITATIONS. 

° Be care te peti Treks Mark, J. 7. DAVEN PO RT, " 

Of all Chemists, 1s. 14d., 2s. 9d., and 4s. 6d, 3 3, GREAT RUSSELL STREET, W.c. be 











